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THOMAS HOOD. 


Tuomas Hoop was originally intend- 
ed for business, and entered a mercantile 
house ; but the failure of his health, at fif- 
teen years of age, compelled him to leave 
it, and go to Scotland, where he remain- 
ed two years, with much gain to his body 
and his mind. On his return to London, 
he applied himself to learn the art of en- 
but his constitution would not 
Yet what he did 


acquire of this art, with his genius for 


graving ; 
allow him to pursue it. 


comic observation, must have been of ex- 
cellent service to him in his subsequent 
career. This, at first, was simply literary, 
in a subordinate connection with “ The 
London Magazine.” His relation to this 
periodical gave him opportunities, which 
he did not neglect, of knowing many of 
its brilliant contributors. Among these 
was Charles Lamb, who took a strong lik- 
ing to the youthful sub-editor, and, doubt- 
talent that in 
points had resemblance to his own. 


some 
The 


com- 


less, discovered a 
influence of his conversation and 
panionship may have brought Hood’s nat- 
ural qualities of mind into early growth, 
and helped them into early ripeness. 
Striking as the difference was, in some 
respects, between them, in other respects 
Both 


were playful in manner, but melancholy 


the likeness was quite as striking. 


by constitution, and in each there lurk- 
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had 
tenderness in their mirth, and mirth in 
both 


punsters, with more meaning in their 


ed an unsuspected sadness; both 


their tenderness; and were born 


puns than met the ear, and constant- 
ly bringing into sudden and surprising 
revelation the wonderful mysteries of 
words. 

With a genius of so singular a cast, 
Hood was not destined to continue long 
a subordinate. Almost with manhood he 
began to be an independent workman of 
letters; and as such, through ever-vary ing 
gravities and gayeties, tears and laughter, 
erimsicalities and whimsicalities, prose 
and verse, he labored incessantly till his 


The whole was truly 


too early death. 
and entirely “ Hood’s Own.” In mind he 
Unfortu: 
That he might e 


owed no man anything. ately, 


he did in money. ono- 


mize, and be free to toil in order to pay, 


he went abroad, residing between four 


and five years out of England, p 
the time at Coblentz, in Rhenish P: 

and part at Ostend, in Belgium. The 
climate of Rhenish Prussia was bad for his 
health, and the people were disagreeable 
to his feelings. The change to Belgium 
was at first pleasant and an improve- 
ment; but complete recovery soon scem- 
ed as far away as ever; nay, it was abso- 


lutely away forever. But in the midst 
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of his family — his wife, his little boy and 
girl, most loving and most loved — brave- 
ly he toiled, with pen and pencil, with 
head and heart; and while men held both 
their sides from laughter, he who shook 
them held both his sides from pain ; while 
tears, kindly or comical, came at the touch 
of his genius into thousands of eyes, eyes 
were watching and weeping in secret by 
his bed-side in the lonely night, which, 
gazing through the cloud of sorrow on his 
thin features and his uneasy sleep, took 
note that the instrument was fast decay- 
ing which gave forth the enchantment 
and the charm of all this mirthful and 
Thus, in 


in bodily weakness even worse than pain, 


melancholy music. bodily pain, 
in pecuniary embarrassment worse than 
i all, 
mind as to means of support for his fam- 
his } 


genius did 
ce him, nor did his goodness; 


worst of often distressed in 





ily, he still persevered ; 





not tors: 
3° 


the milk of human kindness did not grow 


sour, nor the sweet charities of human life 





turn into bitter irritations. But what a 
travedy the whole suggests, in its com- 


bination of gayety with crief, and in the 


that 


must be cre; 


at the 





cost of siehs 7m 
which every grin has be by 
, 
a groan! 
An anecdote which al- 
n we recall it < 








A favorite co 


ing, was hissed by the audi 


nic actor, on a certain even- 


ence, who had 

always before ¢ ppl uuded him. He b 
He had. been watching his 

and had left her dead, as he 


upon the stage. 


irst 
into tears. 
dying wife, 
came This was his apol- 


> 
Poor 


ory for imperfection in his part 


Hood had also to unite comedy with 
tragedy, — not for a night, or a day, ora 
week, but for months and years. He had 
to i the comedy to the pul lic, and 

ep the to himself; nor could 








he, if comedy failed him, plead with the 
public the tragedy of his circumstances. 
That was nothing to the public. He must 
give pleasure to the public, and not ex- 


planations and excuses. But genius, good- 
ness. many frends. no enemy. the con- 
Scio impart ment to mul 





— _ , 
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titudes, and to no man wretchedness, a 
heart alive with all that is tender and gen- 


tle, and strong to manful and noble 


ty pur- 
pose and achievement, — these are grand 
compensations, — compensations for even 
and 
with such compensations Hood was large- 


ly blessed. 


ing to the bounty of his spirit, yet he did 


more ills than Hood was heir to: 


Though his funds were not} 


not refuse to himself the blessedness of 
giving. Want, to his eye of charity, was 
neither native nor foreign, but humar 

and, as 


and as Auman he pitied it always, 


relieved it. W hile 
he was constantly doing acts of benefi- 


the 





far as he could, abroad. 


cence; and 


burlesque style with 
whi h, in his corresponden e, he tries to 


his own goodness, 


discuise 


the incidents as items to write about, is 


one of the most 
his de 


bination of humani 


de lightful peculiarities in 
The 


y and hun Or 


lightful letters. inimitable com- 


t in these 
passages renders them equal to the best 
things that Hood has anywhere written. 
To crown all, Hood had happiness 
loyed in his 





lo} children and his wife. 

Hood seems to have deserved to the ut- 
most the abounding love which her ] 
band lavished on her. She was not only 
as a devoted wife, a cheerer f } heart, 


but, as a woman of accon t lisk 





ability, she w 1S a companion for his mind. 
Her judement was as clear and re as 
her affection was warm and strong. Het 
letters have often a grave tenderness 
and an insinuated humor hard nieri 


to her husband’s. But as she must write 
from fact and not from far what sh 
writes n uly bears the impression of 
] es. Here is a passage from on 
of her latest letters, which, half sa 

] umusinely 

I and he 

tween-ourselves 





knew him well 


don M at azine : 





and he wrote 1 few 
days ago, to ask Hood to meet Bright 
and Cobden on business, J think, to 
write sones for the Leam I a r 
P 1f y t T ’ m c 














nas 


of the Shirt,’ of 





which we hear somethin 


As al 


may menu 


1 instance of her judgment, we 





m that she prophesied at once 
1e success which followed this same 
j .” When read to her 
Hood,” 


» “mark my words, this will tell 


‘Song of the Shirt 


in manuscript, — “Now mind, 





It is one of the best thin 





> did.” 


Song” in her letter has a sort of pathetic 
I 


Her reference to “ The 


riveté in it; it shows that the thought 


with which she was concerned was prac- 





tical, not poetic il, not her husband’s 
i but her household cares. She was 

inking of songs that would turn into 
substance, — of “ notes” that could be ex- 
changed for cash,—of evanescent flame 
that might be condensed into solid coal, 


which would, in turn, make the pot boil, 
-and of that could be « 


O ve 


musk onvert- 


ed into mutton. entranced bards, 
with the god, seeing visions and 


the third h 


the third story! 


acntll 
iTUNnK 


dreaming dreams in aven 


that is, O ye volumi- 


nous historians, who live in the guilt and 


g of the past, and are proud in mak- 
ng the biggest and thickest books for the 


glory 
I} 


dust, cobwebs, and moths of the future! 


O ye commentators, 


who delight t 


ren- 


r obscurity more obscure, and who as- 


sume that in a multitude of words, as in 


a multitude of counsellors, there is wis- 











1 critics, who vote yourselves 
tl s of Intellect, whose de- 
é confer immortality in the Universe 

Letters! O all ye that write or scrib- 

] ' } ; ' ol 

ull ve bes, both great and small, 

pen-driv $s and yaper-scrapers |! — 
iri a pay ay ! 

ye, that, while ye are listening in 

ir ima itive ambition to the praise 

the elect or the applause of nations, 

wives are often counting the cop- 

I 

s that are to buy the coming meal, 

rmed at the approaching rent-day, or 

trembling in apprehension of the baker’s 

bill 


. 2 


10, returned to reside in 





g¢ the small remainder of 


a few months he edited the 





Monthl and then, for a few 
ionths more, a magazine of | 
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But 
with bodily and mental trials, of which it 


is pe inful to read. Yet within this period 


the whole of this pe riod was filled 


it was that he wrote some of his finest 


things, both laughable and serious. It 


is, however, to be remarked, it was now 





he reached down to that well of tears 
which lay in the depth of his n ‘ 
Always before, th had been misty 
exhalations from it, that oozed up in 
to the sunshine of his fancy, and that 


took all the shapes of clisten or of gloom 
which his 


In the 


coruscation, 


Protean genius gave them. 
i cloud 
] 


vhich supplied 
ri 


und 


rapid eccentricities of 1 


the 


to the varying forms so much of their 


source 


substance hidden or unminded. 


But 


tragedy 


was 
the 


had 


now fountain of thought and 
the 


waters of sin and suffering spring forth 


been reached, whence 


clear and lloved in their 





own aeenp 
loneliness, and we hear the gush and the 
stream in such mono 


Lay 
Bridge of 


murmur of their 





“Tl f +) hirt.” TT 
as [he Song of the Shirt, The 


rhe 





5, and was then only 
Alike 


by the poor and the rich, | th 


forty-six or forty-seven years old. 


monument to hi 


consecrate a 


Kindly should we 





. } 
arts and our 


who make our h 





eht; who, without pomp of 


tempers brig 
wisdom, help us to a cheerfulness which 
no proud philosophy can give; who, in 
the motley of checkered mirth and wit, 
sparkle on the resting-spots of life. Such 
men are rare, and as valuable as the} 


The world wants them 


are rare. n 
han i ants heroes; l vie . a rth 
than it wants heroes and victors: for murtli 
is better than massacre; and it is sur 


better to hear laughter sounding 
the jubilee of the heart, than the s 


of battle and yell of con juest. i! 








then, are those whose genius brings 





ure to the bosom and sunshine to the 


who not only call our thoughts into fes- 


tive action, but brighten our affections 


y 
into generous feeling. Though we may 


not loudly celebrate such men, we creat- 


lv miss them; and not on marble mon- 
um but 1 our warmest men 








516 
their names continue fresh. But laugh 
and make laugh as they may, they, too, 
have the destiny of grief; and unto them, 
as unto all men, come their passages of 
tragedy,— the days of evil, the nights of 
waking, and the need of pity. 

When Hood was near his death a pen- 
sion of a hundred pounds a year was set- 
his wife, at the instance of 
R ybert Peel. 


i widow, did not long survive her 


or 


The wife, so soon to be- 


husband ; then, in 1847, the pension was 
continued to their two orphan children, 
at the Lord John Russell. 


Politics and parties were forgotten, in 


instance of 


gratitude to an earnest lover of his kind ; 
and the people, as well as the govern- 
ment, in helping to provide for those 
whom he left behind, showed that they 
had not forgotten one whose desire it 
was to improve even more than to amuse 
them. And still we cannot but feel sad 
that there this 
need. Nor would there have been, had 


should ever have been 
Hood had the strength to carry him into 
the vast reading public which has arisen 
since his death, and which it was not his 
fate to know. “The income,” says his 
daughter, ” which his works now produce 
to his children, might then have prolong- 
ed his life for many years.” 

We have written more on the personal 
relations of Hood than we had intend- 
ed; but we have been carried on unwit- 
tingly, while reading the “ Memorials” of 
him rec ently published and edited by his 
children. The loving worth of the man, 
as therein revealed, made us slow to quit 
character to 

We 


trust that our time has not been misspent, 


the companionship of his 
discuss the qualities of his genius. 
morally or critically ; for, besides the mor- 
al good which we gain from the contem- 
plation of an excellent man, we enjoy 
also the critical satisfaction of learning 
that whatever is best in literature comes 
out of that which is best in life. We there- 
fore close this section of our article with 
a bit of prose and a bit of poetry, among 
Hood’s “ last things,” — personally and 
pathetically characteristic of his nature 
and his genius. 


Thomas Hood. 


[ November, 
“Dear Morr,* 

“ God bless you and yours, and good- 
bye! I drop these few lines, as in a bot- 
tle from a ship water-loggea and on the 


brink of foundering, being in the last stage 


IQ 


of dropsical de bility ; but, though sufferir 


So, without re- 


in body, serene In mind. 


versing my union-jack, I await my la 
lurch. ‘Till which, believe me, dear Moir, 
“ Yours most truly, 


- THOM AS Hoop.” 


STANZAS. 


“ Farewell, Life! My senses swim, 
And the world is growing dim; 
Thronging shadows cloud the light, 


Like the advent of the night; 
Colder, colder, colder still, 

Upward steals a vapor chill; 
Strong the earthly od 


I smell the Mou 








or grows, — 


d above the 


Welcome, Life! The spirit strives 


Strength returns, and hope revives; 


Pp 
f 


Cloudy fears and 


ly like shadows at the morn; 





Warm perfume for vapors cold, — 
I smell the 


Nothing at first appears more easy than 
to define and to describe the genius of 


Hood. 


It is strictly singular, and entire 
ly his own. which is his is com- 


That 

pletely his, and no man can cry halves 
with him, or quarters,—hardly the small- 
est fraction. The estimate of his genius, 
therefore, puts the critic to no trouble of 
elaborate discrimination or comparison 
When we think of Hood as a humori 

there is no need that we should at th 
same time think of Aristophanes, or Lu- 
cian, or Rabelais, or Swift, or Sterne, 
or Fielding, or Dickens, or Thackeray. 
When we think of him as a poet, — ex- 
cept in a few of his early compositions, 

we are not driven to examine what he 
shares with Chaucer, or Spenser, or Shak- 
speare, or Milton, or Byron, or Coleridge, 
or Wordsworth, or any of the poetic mas- 
Whether as humor- 


English litera- 


ters of literature. 


ist or as poet, he is in 


* The Delia of Blackwood. 
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er is in German liter- 
Then the char- 
acteristics of his genius are outwardly 
so evident, that, in merely a glance, we 
fancy we comprehend them. But the 


} 


more we reflect, the 





ulty opens on us of doing 
full justice to the mind of Hood. We 
scover that we are dealing, not with 
ster, not with a mere 
master of grimace 9 manufacturer of 


broad grins, n« with an eccentric oddi- 


ty in prose or verse, not with a merry- 

: I J 
PEE Teen ey me 

une Ww who ticke?’s to senseless lauchter, 

7 ‘ +} y 1; } ° sat 

not with a spasmodic melodramatist who 


writhes in fictitious pain, but that we are 
dealing with a sincere, truthful, and most 
gifted nature, — many-sided, many-color- 
ed, harmonious as a whole, and having a 
real unity as the centre of its power. To 
enter into a complete exposition of such 


pose: we must 





content ourselves with noting some of its 
most striking literary and moral pecu- 
liarities. We do not claim for Hood, that 

















he was a man of profound, wide, or philo- 
sophi intellect, or that for grandeur of 
im 1a il ild be numbered among 
the godlike ; we do not claim that he open- 
1 up the deeps of passion, or brought 
vn transcendent truths from the higher 
spheres of mind; we claim for him no 
praise for s¢ ience or for scholarship : we 
me! y maintain, that he was a man of 
rare humanity, of se, subtile, and va- 
ious observation, of good sense and com- 
mon e, ( ve s har- 
t of catl s thy kind 
that tow irds tl lowest was the most lov- 
¢, of extraordina ial and miscella- 
neous knowledge that was always at his 
) l, a thir ) fullest meas- 
( his ne ls, and, as humorist and 
ginality and a novelty in the 

W 1 of genius. This is our general esti- 
iate of Hood. What further we have 
to § ! D I i rdance with it 





3 been the impressive influ- 





x8 upon us, that our 


r we will or not, are more 





nt on their serious than on their comic 


import. 
I 


In all the writings of Hood that are 
not absolutely serious the grotesque is a 
present and pervading element. Often 


it shows itself, as if from an irresisti 





instinct of fantastic extravagance, i: 
wild and reckless sport of oddity Com- 
binations, mental, verbal, and pict , to 
ordinary mortals the str ingest a 
most remote, were to Hood inn 


spontaneous. The yY Ci 





outward,—they were 
They were purely subjective, the 
f Hood’s own Mr 


that Me was in its queerest moods. How 


ive pranks { 





7 


naturally the impossible or the absurd 





took the semblance of consistency} 
mental associations of Hood, we observe 
even in his private correspondence, 
“ Jane,” (Mrs. Hood,) he writes, “ is 
now drinking porter,—at which I look 
half savage. . . . . I must even sip, when 
I long to swig. I shall turn a fish soon, 
and have the pleasure of angling for my- 

l 


self.” This, if without intention, woul 
be a blunder or a bull If it were writ- 








ten unwittingly, result would be sim- 
ply ludicrous, and consign it to the cat- 
egory of humor; but knowingly written, 
as we are aware it was, we must ascribx 
it to the category of wit. 

This presence or absence of Fy fen i nr 
often decides whether a 


ying or an im- 





ve is within the sphere of humor or of 


wit. But wit and humor constantly run 


into each other; and though the absence 
of intention at once shows that a ludi- 
crous surprise belongs to the humorous 


the presence of it will not so clearly de- 


fine it as belonging to the witty. Nor will 








laughter quite set this question ; f 
there is wit which makes us laugh, and 
there is humor which does not. On the 
whole, it is as to is purely wit that 
we are ever the most at fault. Certain 
phases of humor we cannot mista 
especially those which are broadly n 
or farce But sometimes we meet with 





incidents or scenes which have more in 
them of the pathetic than the comic, that 


the humorous. 





Here is a case in point. A time was 


was a penal offence in Ireland for 








’ 
| 
! 
; 
: 
; 











018 “Aomas 


nd under particular 
A priest 
the 


judge, being humane, and better than the 


a priest to say Mass, 





circumstances a capital felony. 
was malignantly prosecuted; but 


law, determined to confound the infor- 
mer. 


“ Pray, Sir,” said the judge, “how do 


you know he said Mass ?” 

Because I heard him say it, my 
J 

Did he say it in Latin?” asked th 


‘Yes, my Lord.” 
Tho. 9 


\ little.” 
“ What 


wel ] ” 


vords did you hear him say ? 


Varia.” 


ot ?” asked the 
“ Yes, 


“Tlere is a pretty witnes 


iy Lord.” 








the prisoner!” cried the ida h 
rs A Vi is Lat I the Lord 
Prayer! 

Now, surely. this ne is ha laugh- 
able, and yet it is thoroug humorou 
But t ke I nce ich is enturely 
con “All 4 ] vu as t 
la ers,” eX la quil th 
Coort.” Or t ‘QO Cor ellor, 
da ng ud 4 pea int once to U Uon- 
nell, “I’ve no way e to show you 
Honor my eratitucde but J wish J sau 
you kno ked down in my own parish, 
and may-be I wouldn’t bring a faction 
to rescue.” <A similar stance oc- 
curred in this country. An enthusiasti 
Irishwoman, listening once to a lecturer 
praising Ireland, exclaimed, — “ I wish to 





God 
might do somethin » reli 
We shall now cite an example of pure 
wit 
“ How can you defend this item, Mr. 
- rd ( han 


ellor Clare ; 





11 
mnnuMmMecravie at 





my Lord,” said C 
ing can be mor 
pen 

B it we 


our article, ay, o1 





ya tetler. 


“TT 4) 1} 
fill the whol pa 


. 4 
might 








Hood. 


r.* 7 
|; November, 
L 


will content 
The idea is the 


same in both; but in the first it se¢ 


such illustrations; we 


selves with two others. 


to have a mixture of the witty and th 
humorous ; in the second, it belor e! 
tirely to the humorous. 


A lady at a dinner-party passing n« 





where Talleyrand was stan 





ed up and significantly exclaimed 


In the course of the dinner, the lady |] 
ing asked him across the table, w 
her entrance he said “Oh!” ‘1 


rand, grave, self-vindicatory 


‘Ah!’” 


sect ynd. _ 


answered, 

‘Oh!’ Jai di 
Here 

Alonzo 


well-sermon to his disconso 


is the 


Fizzle had preached his fa 
late } 





Drowsytown. The next mornit 


day, he v 














D care if I « 1 Fiz 
and t i 

‘Why e misch ] ] 
zl é , 1 your 
moi { itl ) ] is W to | 
the dead buried six feet unde e ¢ 
as to the people of Drow 

“7% l [? gasped the tonis! 
Fizzle. “A more alive and wakeful p 
ple : I upon the earth th the « 
izens of D sytown. What calumniat 
has thus outraged then 1a 7 Wi 
told 5 us? WI ired t y it 

“ Bre er! hal 1 Muzzl 
swere D zz\ 

Fizzl ped out, hurried to his he 
and was soon seen whipping | I 
nate horse in a certain directior iH 
was on his to the residence of 1 
Reverend Ichabod Muzzle, who liv: 
or six miles off. He reached the hon 
the Reverend Ichabod. The friends greet 
ed each other. Fizzle, thou nh preg 





with i lienation, 
air of the Beloved Disciple. M 


I 


assume 


ally the inca 
Christi Parson. 
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—-- °7% ’ 
Lo ely, said M IZZie. 


= oa ” 
is view from this window,” ob- 


Superb,” replied Muzzle. 
The beauties of Nature are calming 
murmured Fizzle. 


the doctrines of grace,” 


Fizzk oO | hold out no longer. Still 


. , 
nh itol placid, and to speak 
i i 
v me s 
7 "7 » 1 ' 
I v did it come, Brother Muz- 
Zz said L that you reported I 
‘ i 
it 1 my t ell-sermon it Was 
1 , 
is Cas n ic Gead l Six 
r 1 as tot DD e ol 
i i 


In H ull v 30 

and ( h iu 1d il i 
‘ TT 

bi 

1eo I 

r < 
ed | ( 
i li 
W 1 th 1G 





1 a I 
sa ) Say 
1 
ue mis } 
ore ell t il 
~ ator | 
1emseiy 
onee and « f 
f } ] ] 
y ne iud 1 
» 
wna av cacti i 
1 
St lal 
is if her | w 
} 
( ya 
Hood. The pri 
} t 
ead cal to 1! 
tad « : 
} 
S l 
1 
Wilh 





] 

ae! 
ot p 
ual 
reve 


tiou 
pas 
mie 
»] 
el ie 
om 
I 
rw 
ty fi 
’ 
iy ( 
da 


or 
+} 
te 


‘ures the transparency 


» word, 1d 


leaves 


of 


} 


tun, 


whether by 


mind. 


iw 
ps that n Ly 
itial or the 
ole, as Shak 
1 MIX¢ I li 
‘ earsal, Vel 
saloud. We 
1 
i to the ec 
‘ to ce 
bu wi ] 
inything th 
] . 
is i ¢l ) 
I] Dr 





the shadow 


To 





‘a, Image, or 





tain 
at the 
is not 
> 

—_ 

I it 
re 
may 

i 
roa 
roa 

ii I 

} ] 
n 
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Again, we find the grotesque through 
Hood’s writings in union witb the fantas- 


tic and the fanciful. His fertility in the 


most unexpected analogies becomes to 
the reader of his works a matter of con- 


tinual wonder. Strange and curious con- 


trasts and likenesses, both mental and 


verbal, which might never once occur 


even to a mind of more than common ec- 
centricity and invention, seem to have 
been his mind with the ordinary flow 
of thinking. Plenteous 


therefore, as his wit is, it never fails to 


and sustained, 
startle. We have no doubt of his endless 
resources, and yet each new instance be- 
comes anew marvel. His wit, too, is usu- 
ally pregnant and vital with force and 
meaning. This constitutes the singular 
and peculiar worth of his verbal wit in 
general, and of his puns in particular. 
In verbal wit he has had but few equals, 


He made 


the pun an instrument of power; and had 


and in puns he has had none. 


his wit been malignant, he could have 
pointed the pun to a sharpness that would 
have left wounds as deep as thought, and 
could have added a poison to it that would 
rankling as long as 


have kept them 


memory lasted. The secret of his power 
in the pun is, that he does not rest in the 
analogy of sound alone, but seeks also for 
analogy of significance. Generally there 
is a subtile coincidence between his mean- 
ing and what the sound of the pun signi- 
fies, and thus the pun becomes an amus- 
ing or illustrative image, or a most em- 
phatic and striking condensation of his 
thought. “ Take care of your cough,” he 
writes to his engraver, ™ lest you go to 
coughy-pot, as I said before ; but I did not 
say before, that nobody is so likely as a 
.” Speak- 


be sure, 


wood-engraver to cut his stick 





ing of his wife, he says, — “ 
she still sticks to her old fault of going to 
ep while I am dictating, till I vow to 


change my Womanuensis for a Manuen- 


” How keenly and well the pun serves 
him in burlesque, in his comic imitations 
of the great moralist! He hits off with 

le ridicule the great moralist’s dis- 
Scotland. 


ininital 


like te 


Boswell inquired the 
Doctor’s opinion on illicit distillation, and 
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how the great moralist would act in an 
affray between the smugglers and the ex- 
cise. “If I went by the letter of the law, 
I should assist the customs ; but according 
to the spirit, I should stand by the con- 
trabandists.” The Doctor 
very satirical on the want of timber in the 
North. “ Sir, 


of Icombally, who was going to join his 


was always 


” 


said he to the young Lord 
regiment, “ may Providence preserve you 
in battle, and especially your nether limbs! 
You may grow a walking-stick here, but 

At Dun- 
sinnane the old prejudice broke out. 
“Sir,” said he to Boswell, “ Macbeth was 


idiot ; 


you must import a wooden leg.” 


an he ought to have known that 
every wood in Scotland might be carried 
The Scotch, Sir, are 


like the frogs in the fable: if 


in a man’s hand. 
they had a 
We 


a stanza which contains 


log, they would make a king of it.” 
will quote here 
quite a serious 
Hood’s 


could so happily 


application of the pun; 
and for purpose no other word 
or so pungently express 
his meaning. 


to Mrs. Fry” 


that it is better and wiser to teach the 


The poem is an “ Address 
; and the doctrine of it is, 
young and unc orrupted that are yet out- 
side the prison than the vicious and the 
hardened who have got inside it. Thus 


on:=— 


he goes 


hocolate, good Mistress Fry! 


I like r cookery in every way; 
I like your Shrove-tide service and supply; 

I like to hear your sweet Pandeans play; 
I like the pity in your full-brimmed eye; 

I like your carriage and your silken gray, 
Your dove-like habits, and your silent preach- 

ing 
But I don’t like your Newg uory teaching.” 


Hood had not only an unexampled 
facility in the discovery of analogies in a 
multitude of separate resemblances and 
relations, but he had an equal facility of 
tracing 


with untiring persistency a single 
idea through all its possible variations. 
Take, for example, the idea of gold, in the 
poem of “ Miss Kilmansegg,” and there 
is hardly a conceivable reference to gold 
which imagination or human life can sug- 
gest, that is not presented to us. 

sut 


would, after all, be in itself little more 


this play of words and thought 
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than serious trifling, a mere exhibition of 
It would 


be a kind of intellectual and linguistical 


mental and verbal ingenuity. 


dexterity, which would give the author 
a singularity and supremacy above the 
world. It would make him the greatest 
of mental acrobats or jugglers, and he 
might almost deserve as eminent a repu- 
tation as a similar class of artists in bodily 

h] 


achievements ; possibly he might claim to 


be ranked with the man who cooked his 


dinner and ate it on a tight rope over the 


: 
Niagara Rapids, or with the man who 
placed a pea-nut under a dish-cover and 


turned it into the American eagle. Such, 


however, is not Hood’s case. In all feats 
of mental and verbal oddity, he does, 
] 


indeed, that is 


His 


pranks do verily cause us to laugh and 


rank the highest, — but 


the very lowest of his attainments. 


wonder; but there is also that ever in his 
pranks which causes us to think, and even 


sometimes to weep. In much of his that 


seems burles¢ the most audacious, there 


jue, 


hidden springs of thought and tears. 


are 
Often, when most he seems as the grimed 
and grinning clown in a circus girded by 
gaping spectators, he 


stops to pour out 


nate as that of Juvenal, or 





satire as pa 
| as eloquent and as pure as that 


And this he 


lenothening his tace or taking 


i 


without 


off 


does 


his 


scampers In I thoughts, when he kicks 
up the heels of his fancy in the most out- 
rageous fashion, he is playing as it most 
doth please him on our human sympathy, 
and. the n heart becomes an instru- 
ment to hi sing, out of which he dis- 
courseth eloquent music according to his 
moods Che interest one finds in reading 
Hood is o 1 the sudden pleasure which 
comes u I ! When in the midst of 
what ap sa il torrent of absurdity, 
there bursts out a rush of earnest and in- 
su tiv it We could quote enough 
in confirmation of this assertion to make 
a moderate volume And then the large 
and charitable wisdom, which in Hood's 
genius makes the teacher humble in order 
to win the lear , we value all the more 


that it co s authority in the guise of 


Thomas Hood. 


521 


mirth, and under the coat of motley or 
the 


effective and salutary lessons. 


mantle of extravagance insinuates 
No writer has ever so successfully as 


Hood combined the grotesque with the 


terrible. He has the art, as no man bu 


himself ever had, of sustaining the illu- 


sion of an awful or solemn narrative 


through a long poem, to be closed in a 


catastrophe that is at once unexpected 


and ludicrous. The mystification is com- 


the secret of the issue is nev be- 


plete ; 


trayed ; suspense is maintained with S 


gressively to its utmost tension ; and 





surprise at the end is oftentimes ele 
“ A Storm at Hastings” and “ The Demon 
Ship” But som 


are of this class. times 


the terrible so prevails as to overpower 


the ludicrous, or rather, it becomes more 


terrible by the very presence of the ludi- 
crous. We have evidence of this in the 
poem called “ The Last Man.” Some- 


times we find the idea of the supernatural 
added to the ludicrous with great moral 
and imaginative effect. Observe with 
what pathetic tenderness this is done in 
Printer’s Devil,” 


what solemn moral power in “ The 





the “ Ode to the 





of a Trumpet,”— and with what historical 
satire 





ind social insight in “ 


and the Dragon.” Sometimes the 


crous element entirely disa 





) PP 
we have the purely terrible, he 
rible in itself, as in “The Tower of 


Lahneck,”— the terrible in pathos, as in 


“The Work-House Clock,” the terri- 
ble in penitence and remorse, as in “ The 
Lady’s Dream,” — the terrible in tempta- 
tion and despair, as in “ The Dream of 


Eugene Aram.” 
Hood, as 


we have seen, 18 a 


master equally of the grotesque and the 
terrible. Some writers, it may e 
as powerful as he in the grotesq Ra- 
belais had a certain hugeness i ch 
Hood did not have and did 1 need, 
Other writers transcended Llood the 
region of the terrible. It is almost use- 
less to name such sublime mas of it 


as Dante, Shakspeare, 


in the intermingling of the grote und 
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terrible, and in the infinite diversifica- 
tion of them as thus united, not only has 
Hood no equal, but no rival. In some 
few marked and outward directions of 
his genius he may have imitators; but 
in this magical alchemy of sentiment, 
thought, passion, fancy, and imagination, 
the secret of his laboratory was his alone; 
and no 
But 
he worked in the purely ideal also ;— if 
worked 
well, as we have proof in many of his se- 
Plea 


And when 


no other man has discovered it, 


othe r man, as he did, could use it. 
he did not work supremely, he 


rious poems, and particularly in his “ 
for the Midsummer Fairies.” 
aroused,— but that was rarely,— he could 


wield a burningly satiric pen, and with 


manly indignation and impassioned scorn 
wield it to chastise the hypocritical and 
to a certain 
pious lady and his “ Ode to Rae Wilson” 


the arrogant, as his letter 


bear sufficient witness. 
A 


f ; 
in Hood’s writings we also often observe 





with the grotesque and terrible 


a wizard-like command over the elements 
desolate, the weird, the sad, the 
forlorn, and the dreary. 


of the 


of the 


We may trace 


poems to 


alluded. But it 


many which we 


have already appears 
with all its lonely gloom of power in 


“The Haunted House.” 


surely the work of a fancy that must have 


This poem is 
often gone into the desert of the soul to 
meditate, and that must have made itself 
acquainted with all that is dismal in im- 
Pictures, 


] 


agery and feeling. i 
combination, it would be impos- 


nh succes- 
sion or 


} 


sibie ft 


to conceive, which more dolefully 
impress the mind with a sense of doom, 
dread, and mystery; yet every picture is 
in itself natural, and, while each adds to 
the intensity of the impression, each is 
in itself complete. 

Now, having gone over some of the 
most noticeable qualities in the writings 
of Hood, we come to the crowning quali- 

We 


could, if space remained, adduce many 


ty of his genius, the simply pathetic. 


psychological and other reasons why we 
apply this phrase to the pathos of Hood. 
One reason is, that Hood’s pathos in- 


volves none of the complications of high- 





er passion, nor any of the pomp whi 
belongs, in mood, situation, or utterance, 
to the loftier phases of human suffering. 
The sorrow of those who most attracts d 
his sympathy was not theatrical or im- 
of him, 
that was 
And thus, wl 


those who painfully moved the charity 


posing. It has been well said 
that his “bias was towards all 


poor and unregarded.” 


and compassion of his genius were con- 


inl 
aruncial 


victims of 


sidered vy him the 


civilization, his own feeling for them was 


never cid 


natural and instinctive; yet 
natural and instinctive feeling recei 

expression more artistic, but with that 
admirable art in which elaboration at- 
tains the utmost perfection of simplicity. 
It excites our wonder to observe how 

P ithos Hood’s genius divests itself of at- 
tributes which had seemed essential to its 


1° 


existence. All that is grotesque, whim- 


sical, or odd disappears, and we have on- 


In pathos, Hood’s is not wl it we should 


call a transformed genius so much as a 


genius becoming divested of its coarser 
life, and then breathing purely the inner 
spirit of goodness and beauty. The re- 
sult is what one might almost term the 


Nothing is e: 


’ 


“absolute” in pathos. 


necessary to 


cluded that is impressi 
nothing is admitted that could vulgariz 


We have thus pathos at 


once practical and poetic, pathos at 


or weaken it 


once the most affecting and the 


ideal,— coming from a heart rich with 


all human charities, and gaining worthy 


and immortal form by means of a subtile, 
deep, cultivated imagination. The pathet- 
ic, therefore, no less than the comic, in 
Hood’s writings has all the author’s pecu- 
liar originality, but has it in a higher or- 


der. Pathos was the product of the au- 


thor’s mind when it was most matured 
by experience, and when suffering, with- 
out impairing its strength, had refined its 
characteristic benevolence to the ut: 
tenderness. 

Hood’s pathos culminates in 
Song of the Shirt,” a The Lay of the 


Laborer,” and “The Bridge of Sighs.” 
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These 


and in form they are singular and re- 


are marvellous lyrics. In spirit 


markable. We cannot think of any po- 


iol , ‘ : 
ems which more show the mystic en- 


chantment of genius. How else was a 


ragged sempstress in 


a squalid garret 


} 


made immortal, nay, made universal, 
made to stand for an entire sisterhood 
of wretchedness ? Here is the direst 


poverty, blear-eyed sorrow, dim and dis- 


mal suffering, — nothing of the romantic. 
A stern picture it is, which even the soft- 
er touches render sterner; still there is 


t that revolts or shocks; it is 


nought in 


deeply poetic, calls into passionate action 


the feelings of reverence and pity, and 





has all the dignity of tragedy. Even more 
wonderful is the transformation that a rus- 
tic hind undergoes in “ The Lay of the 
Laborer,” in which a peasant out of work 
personifies, with eloquent impressiveness, 


the claims and calamities of toiling man- 
sublime 
hs.” In 


for we 


the 
e Bridge of Si 
} 


that we have the tn 


hood. But an element of 


is added in “ Th 





y tragic; 





have in it the union of guilt, grief, de- 
An angel from heav- 
k, could not sing a more gen- 
tle dirge, or one more pure ; yet the ordi- 


‘"y associations suggested by the « orpse 





*, ruined, self-murdered girl are 
such as to the prudish and fastidious would 
» mentioned, much less 
But in the pity al- 


Hood sings he r 





fate ther s m ( a spo less deli acy, 
there i so a mo y as elevated as the 
heavenly mercy which the lyrist breathes. 


and 


s so exemplary, that 


1 afford to be 


pitiful ; 


wr to hinder him from being 
haritabl Che 


is one of the saddest penalties of sin: and 


owardice of conscience 


to avert suspicion from one’s self by se- 


verity to others is, ind ed, the most mis- 
ra} } , f le. le ; 
era eciency of self-condemnation. 
ah ‘ ° , 
rhe t of charity and compassion 


seems natural to men of letters and of 


art. They are emotional and sensitive, 
and by the necessity of their vocation 
have to hol nuch communion with the 


inmo yusness of our nature; they 
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thus learn the weakness of man, and the 
allowances that he needs; they are con- 
versant with a broad and diversified hu- 
manity, and thence they are seldom nar- 
row, intolerant, or self-righteous; feeling, 
too, their full share of moral and mortal 
imperfection, they refuse to be inquisitors 
of the unfortunate, but rather choose to 
No man 
ever had more of this temper than Hood ; 


and out of it came these immortal lyrics 


be their advocates and helpers. 


upon which we have been commenting. 
these 
not 
only because they made the author an 


For such a temper the writing of 


lyrics was exceeding great reward ; 


everlasting benefactor to the poor, but 
also because they became an interpreta- 
tion of his own deeper genius, and reveal- 
ed a nobler meaning in his works than 
Hence- 


forth, he was more thought of as a pro- 


had ever before been discerned. 


found poet than as the greatest of mimes, 





Jesters, and punsters. The lyrics of the 
poor saved him from imminent injustice. 
—All that we have further to say ol these 
lyrics is to express our admiration as to 
the classical finish of their diction, and as 
to the wild, sweet, and strange music in 
their sadly sounding measures. 

Hood is a writer to whom, in his de- 
gree, we may apply the epithet Shak- 
spearian. We do not, indeed, compare 
him with Shakspeare in bulk or force of 


He 


Same 


genius, but only in quality and kind. 
had, as 


disregard of the temporary and discern- 


the dramatist, the 


creat 
ment of the essential ; the same wonderful 
wealth of vocabulary, and the same bold 
dexterity in the use of it; the same ca- 
prices of jestings and conceits; the 


same 
comminglings of mirth and melancholy ; 
the same many-sided conception of exist- 
ence; the same embracing catholicity of 
tastes and tendencies; the same indifler- 
ence to sects and factions; the sam 
dom from jealousies, asperities, and spites ; 
and in the lower scale of his genius, he 
resembled the mighty dramatist in subtile 
perception of life and Nature, in his men- 
tal and moral independence, and in his 
intuitive divinations of abstract truth and 


individual character. 
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As a poet of the poor, Crabbe is the 
only poet with whom he can be critically 
compared. The comparison would be a 
contrast ; and in order to handle it to any 
purpose, a long essay would be required. 
Hood wrote but a few short lyrics on the 
poor; Crabbe volumes. Crabbe 
was literal ; Hood ideal. Crabbe was con- 
crete; Hood was abstract. Crabbe lived 
among the rural poor; Hood among the 
city poor. 


wrote 


Crabbe saw the poor con- 
stantly, and went minutely and practi- 
cally into the interior of their life; if 
Hood ever directly saw them at all, it was 
merely with casual glimpses, and he must 
have learned of them only by occasional 
report. Crabbe was a man of vigorous 
constitution, he lived a hardy life, and he 
lived it long; Hood was a man of feeble 
health, he lived a life of pain, and he 
Crabbe had a hard 
youth, but after that a certain and settled 
competence ; Hood’s was also a youth 


closed it early. 


of struggle, but struggle was his destiny 
to the end. 


stantial differences between the men will 


These radical and circum- 


account for their different modes in think- 
But both 
were men of genius, of genial humanity, 


ing and writing of the poor. 
and of singular originality. No one who 
reads Crabbe’s writings will deny him 
genius; no one who reads them with ad- 
equate sympathy and attention will deny 
that his genius is vital with passion and 
imagination. Only the latent heat of pas- 
sion and imagination could save these 
seemingly bald and monotonous narra- 
tives from being as dull as a dictionary. 
But they are not so; they have an in- 
terest which holds the reader with a fix- 
edness of grasp which he cannot loosen 
Crabbe’s the 


and epic; Hood’s is rapid and lyrical. 


poetry of poor is slow 
Crabbe’s characters are only actual and 
intensified individuals ; Hood’s characters 
are idealized and representative persons. 
Hood gives you only the pathetic or trag- 
ical essentials; but, along with these, 
Crabbe gives you the complexity and de- 


Hood 


presents you with the picture of a lonely 


tail of life which surrounded them. 


woman at midnight toiling and starving in 
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the slavery of sewing; but Crabbe would 
trace her from her quiet country-home, 
through the follies which led her to a Lon- 
don garret. Hood, in his “ Lay of the 
Laborer,” makes you listen to the wail 
of a strong man imploring leave to toil ; 
Crabbe would find him drunk in the beer- 
house or the gin-shop, and then carry you 
on to the catastrophe in his ruined home or 
in his penal death. Hood, in his “ Bridge 
of Sighs,” brings you into the presence 
of death, and you gaze, weeping, over the 
lifeless form of beauty that had once been 
innocent and blooming girlhood, but from 
which the spirit, early soiled and sad- 
dened, took violent flight in its despair ; 
Crabbe would give us the record of her 
sins, and connect her end retributively 
Much is in Crabbe 
but he is, 
notwithstanding, an earnest moral teach- 


with her conduct. 


that is repulsive and austere ; 
er and a deep tragic poet. Let us be con- 
tent with both Crabbe and Hood: we 
need to look at the aspect which each of 
them gives us of life,—the stern poetry of 
fact in Crabbe, and the lyrical poetry of 
feeling in Hood. Crabbe has dealt with 
groups and masses; Hood has immortal- 


ized single figures, which, by their isola- 





tion and intensity, take full and forcib 
possession of the mind, and can never be 
driven out from memory. 

This is a rather serious conclusion of 
As the hu 


morist is for the most part on the play-side 


an article on a comic genius. 


of literature, he should, we are apt to 
suppose, be entirely on the play-side of 
life. He ought to laugh and oTOW fat,— 
and he ought to have an easy-chair to 
Why should he who makes so 
many joyous not have the largest mess of 
He ought to be a 


favored Benjamin at the banquet of exist- 


laugh in. 
gladness to his share ? 
ence,— and have, above the most favor- 
ed of his brethren, a double portion. He 
ought, like the wind, to be “a chartered 
libertine,” —to blow where he listeth, and 
have no one to question whence he com- 
He ought to be 


the citizen of a comfortable world, and 


eth or whither he goeth. 


he ought to have an ungrudged freedom 


in it. What debt is he should not be al- 
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lowed to learn or to know,—and the idea 


of a dun it should not be possible for him 
even to conceive. Give him good cheer; 
enrich the juices of his blood, nourish 
generously the functions of his brain; 
give him delicate viands and rosy wine; 
give him smiles and laughter, music and 
flowers; let him inherit every region of 
creation, and be at home in air and wa- 
ter as well as on the earth; at last, in 
an Anacreontic bloom of age, let him in 
a song breathe away his life. Such is 
the lot, we believe, that many imagine as 
the condition of a humorist; but which 
the humorist, less than most men, has 
ever enjoyed. All great humorists have 
been men grave at heart, and often men 
None but 


the superficial can fail to recognize the se- 


of more than ordinary trials. 


verity of Rabelais’s genius. The best por- 
tion of poor Moliére’s manhood was steep- 
ed in sorrow. The life of Swift was a hid- 
den tragedy. The immortal wit of “ Hudi- 


bras” did not save Butler from the straits 


and strugeles of narrow means. Cervan- 
tes spent much of his time in a prison, 
and much of his grandest humor had there 


ts birthplace. Farquhar died young, and 
in terrible distress of mind at the desolate 
prospect that he saw before his orphan 
children. How Sheridan died is familiar 
to us all. The very conditions of temper- 
ament which gave Sterne genius gave 

Fielding and Smollett 


battled all their lives 


him also torment. 
with adversity ; and 
Goldsmith died in his prime, embittered 
debt. 


[rish novelist, withered 


m his last hours by distress and 
Banim, the great 
early out of life upon a government pit- 
tance of a pension; Griffin gave up litera- 
ture, became a monk, and found in youth 
a grave; Carleton, one of the most gifted 
humorists that ever painted the many- 
colored pictures of Irish character, is now 
gainst the 


struggling a 


pressure of a small 





Thomas 
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Not to 
carry this melancholy list farther, —which 


income in his advancing years. 


might be indefinitely prolonged,—we close 
it with the name of Thomas Hood. 

But not by contest with realities of life 
alone have humorists been saved from 
temptations to any dangerous levity ; grea 
humorists, as we have said, have gen- 
erally been earnest men, very grave at 
heart, and much that they have written 
has been tragedy in the guise of irony. 
They 
cannot see the grief of life beneath its 


All readers cannot find this out. 


grin ; they cannot detect the scorn or the 
pity that is hidden in joke or banter ; nei- 
ther can they always find out the joke or 
banter that is covered by a solemn face; 
and many a sincere believer has been 
deemed an atheist because he burlesqued 
hypocrites with their own gravity. Num- 
bers judge only by the outside, and nev- 
er reach the spirit of writing or of man. 
They laugh at the contortions of grimace, 
but of the mysteries of mind or the pains 
of heart which underlie the contortions 
they know nothing. They snatch their 
rapid pleasure, and leave unvalued the 
worth of him who gives it ; they care not 
for the cost of genius or labor at which it 
has been procured; and when they have 
had their transient indulgence, they have 
had all they sought and all that they could 
enjoy. 

The relation of many to the humorist 
is illustrated by that of the doctor, on a 
certain occasion, to Liston, the celebrated 
comedian. Liston was subject to constitu- 
tional melancholy, and in a severe attack 
of it he consulted a famous physician. 

“ Go and see Liston,” said the doctor. 
“Tam Liston,” said the actor 


And thus the inner soul of a great hu- 


morist is often as unrecognized by thi 
who read him as was the natural person 
ality of Liston by the doctor. 





FAYAL AND 


EVERY man when he first crosses the 
ocean is a Columbus to himself, no matter 
how many voyages by other navigators 
he may have heard described or read re- 

d. Geographies convince only the 
lobe is 


not the senses, that the 


d; and when personal experience 
exhibits the fact, it is as wonderful as if 


never before suggested. You have dwelt 


r weeks within one unbroken loneliness 


f sea and sky, with nothing that seemed 


solid in the universe but the bit of paint- 
ed wood on which you have floated. Sud- 
denly one morning something looms high 
ind cloudlike far away, and you are told 
that it is land. 


ignorant races, as if the ship were a god, 


Then you feel, with all 
thus to find its way over that trackless 
waste, or as if this must be some great and 


edented success, and in no 


uny re way 
the expected or usual result of such en- 


A sea-captain of twenty-five 


terprises. 
i 





years’ experience told me that this sen- 
sation never wore off, and that he still 
felt as fresh a sense of something extra- 
ordinary, on making land, as upon his first 
voyage. To discover for one’s self that 


there is really another side to the ocean 


thine. And 


! 


astonishing 


-that is the 
when it h ippens, 


as in our case, that the 


haven thus gained is not merely a part 


of a great continent which the stupidest 

sip yuld not miss, if it only sailed far 
I 

enough, but is actually a small volcan- 





i slan 1, a mere dot among those wild 
a thing which one might easily 


have passed in the night, unsuspecting, 


ed, — it 


seems like the maddest piece of 





Wil h yet was not so pa 


k, as if one should go to sea in a 


1. } yping somewhere or other to land 

on the edge of a tea-cup. 
A xt day we stumbled on deck in 
the foggy dawn, the dim island five miles 


off seemed only dawning too, a shapeless 


hing, half-formed out of chaos, as if the 





leagues of gray ocean had grown weary 
of their ] 


ions 





1: 
iness, 


eternal 
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November, 


PORTUGUESE. 


some thing like 


naking land” at once ume 


into land at last. The 
the simple 
had e 
Nearer still, 

1 


in height, and the 


and necessarv expression: we 


me upon the very process itself. 
the cliffs five hundred feet 


bare conical hills of 
the inte rior, divided r very whe re DY cane- 


hedees into a reeular checker-work of 


cultivation, prolor ced the mystery: and 





the glimpses of white villages scarcely 
seemed to break the spell. Point after 
point we passed, —great shoulders of vol- 
caniec mountain thrust out to t the 
sea, with steep green ravines furrowed 


and when at last we 
Espalamarca, and the whit 
Moorish towers of Horta 


stood revealed before us, and a stray sun- 


in between them; 
1 the 


walls and the 


round 








beam pierced the clouds ¢ t reat 

mountai Pi o across the bay nd the 
Spanish steamship in the harl lung 

her gorgeous ensign of gold and 1— 

then, indeed, we felt that all the glowing 

pics was p 1 to our 

ream of our voyage stood 

ir immediate party, most 

ever been bey« 1 Bostor 

and so we all y ced 

without fea I apology nto the d 3 


* forelonness: we 


No one could ever pré se] 








on a wave-worn quay, amid an en- 


thusiastic throne of women in dark-b! 
hooded cloaks which we l te 
priestly vestments, and of be . ’ 
} , 

combmation of patches which ) ¢ 
me m « ly nablvy take fo went 
4 . 

rt ntil or cow |} y 


usly they were washed and how 





put together. 


The one overwhelming fact of the first 
broad is the simp! 


. ' 
one is abroad: a truth that can never be 


sensation that 














unything but wonderful in the 
What Emerson sa 
is true here: no particular for- 


} 








_—" 
itry 1s sO remarkabie as the ne- 

cessity of being remarkable under which 
eon country lic Ss. Horace Wal- 
7 +] l tonisl 
it urope so astonish- 





s Calais; and we felt that at every 


nt the first edge of novelty was be- 


¢ taken off for life, and that, if we were 
yntinue our journey round the world, 
we never could have that first day’s sen- 


sations again. Yet because no one can 


} } ++ t +} 


time to describe it at the moment, 

this first day has never yet been describ- 
‘ ks of travels begin on the see- 
nd d vy; Une dag 1erreotype-machine is 

not ready till the expression has begun 


to fade out. Months had been spent in 


estioning our travelled irl nds, sheets 





f old correspondence had been d 


red, sketches studied, Bullar’s unsat- 
isfactory book read, and now we were on 
the spot, and seemed as if every line 


1 letter must have been intended to 














lescribe some other place on the earth, 
und not this " picturesque, Portu- 
| 1 

suese, Semi-Moorish Fayal 
One @ Lt h n- 
stantly, and it was str ut 
Law f nened a 
The es ‘ 
\W ] ] ip- 
} 1 foreign country one would 
liately begin to look about and ob- 
the foreign things,— these novel 
s having of course that groundwork 
ry human life, the same all the 
ld ov lo our amazement, we found 
it was the groundwork itself that was 
ve V shifted off our feet ; not 





details, but the basis itself was wholly 








nd bewildering ; and, instead of not- 
lown, like intelligent travellers, the 

3 h new, we found our- 
selves stupidly staring about to find some- 
ng which was old,—a square inch of 
surface anywl which looked like any- 
thing ver seen before, that we might 


ake our departure from that, and then 
egin to improve our minds. Perhaps this 


difficult for the first hours in any for- 
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the untravelled 





American finds it utterly impossible in 
Fayal. Consider the incongruities. The 
beach beneath your feet, instead of being 


white or yellow, is black ; the cliffs beside 


yo » or red, instead of black or 
gr iouses are of white plaster 
on A , 





ide, with wood-work, often 





painted in gay stripes, wi 





are no chimneys to the build 
sometimes there is a building to the chim 
ney ; the latter being a picturesque tower 


with smoke coming from the top and a 


house appended to the base. One half 
the women go about bareheaded, save a 
handkerchief, and with a good deal of 
bareness at the other extremity, — while 
the other half wear hoops on their heads 


in the form of vast conic 











al hoods attach- 





ed to voluminous cloth cloaks which swes P 


the ground. The men cover their heads 
with all sorts of burdens, and their feet 
with nothing, or else with raw-hid I 

pers, hair outside There is no roar or 
rumb! n the streets, for there are no 
vehicles and no horses, but an endless 
stream of little donk« ys, clicking the 
rough pavement beneath their sharp 
hoofs, and thumped solidly by screaming 
drivers. Who wears the 1 v shoe on 
the island does not appear; but the hens 
limp about the houses, tethered to the 


Further inspé ction reveals new mar- 


vels. The houses are roofed with red and 
black tiles, semi-cylindrical in shape and 
rusty in surface, and making the whol 











town look as if incrusted with barnack 

There is never a pane of glass on the 
lower story, even for the shops, but only 

; | 

barred windows and solid door Every 
house has a paved court-yard for th 
ground-floor, into which donkeys may be 
driven and where beggars or peasants 
may wait, and where one naturally ex- 


pects to find Gil Blas in one corner and 


Sancho Panza in another. An English 
: 


lady, on arriving, declared tl 





was only a donkey-stable, and refused to 
- 
aclta 


Ne ¢ ae 
stone walls from ten to twenty feet high, 





enter it. In the interv: n 





houses the streets are li 
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protecting the gardens behind ; and there 
is another stone wall inclosing the town 
on the water side, as if to keep the people 
One 


some miles into the country before get- 


from being spilled out. must go 
ting beyond these walls, or seeing an inch 
on either side. 


] i 
ble, of 


This would be intolera- 
course, were the country a level ; 
but, as every rod of ground slopes up or 
down, it simply seems like walking through 
a series of roofless ropewalks or bowling- 
alleys, each being tilted up at an angle, 
so that one sees the landscape through 
the top, but never over the sides. Thus, 
walking or riding, one seldom sees the 
immediate foreground, but a changing 
background of soft valleys, an endless 
patchwork of varied green rising to the 
mountains in the interior of the island, 
or sinking to the blue sea, beyond which 
the mountain Pico rears its graceful out- 
line across the bay. 

From the street below comes up a con- 
stant hum of loud voices, often rising so 
high that one runs to see the fight com- 
mence, and by the time one has cross- 
ed the room it has all subsided and ev- 
erybody is walking off in good-humor. 
Meanwhile the grave little donkeys are 
constantly pattering by, sometimes in 
pairs or in fours with a cask slung be- 
tween; and mingled with these, in the 
middle of the street, there is an endless 
stream of picturesque figures, everybody 
bearing something on the head,— girls, 
with high water-jars, each with a green 
bough thrust in, to keep the water sweet, 
— boys, with baskets of fruit and vege- 
tables, — men, with boxes, bales, bags, or 
trunks for the custom-house, or an enor- 
mous fagot of small sticks for firewood, or 
a long pole hung with wooden jars of 
milk, or with live chickens, head down- 
ward, or perhaps a basket of red and 
blue and golden fishes, fresh from the 
The 


strength of their necks seems wonderful, 


ocean and glistening in the sun. 


as does also their power of balancing. 
On a rainy day I have seen a tall man 
walk gravely along the middle of the 
street through the whole length of the 
town, bearing a large empty cask balan- 
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[ November, 


ced upon his head, over which he held 
an umbrella. 

Perhaps it is a procession-day, and all 
the saints of some church are taken out 
for an airing. 


ed of wood and wax, life-size, and in full 


They are figures compos- 


costume, each having a complete sepa- 
rate wardrobe, but more tawdry and shab- 
by, let us hope, than the originals ever 
indulged in. Here 
and Saint Isabella, Saint Peter 
monk kneeling before him, and 


are Saint Francis 
with a 

Saint 
Margaret with her dog, and the sceptred 
and ermined Saint Louis, and then Jo- 
seph and Mary sitting amicably upon the 
same platform, with an additional force 
For this is the 
procession of the Bem-casados or Well- 


of bearers to sustain them. 


married, in honor of the parents of Jesus. 
Then there are lofty crucifixes and wav- 
ing flags; and when the great banner, bear- 
ing simply the letters S. P. Q. R., comes 
flapping round the windy corner, one 
starts in wonder at the permanent might 
of that vast superstition which has grasp- 
ed the very central symbol of ancient 


empire, and brought it down, like a boul- 


der on a glacier, into modern days. It 
makes all Christianity seem but a vast 
palimpsest, since the letters which once 
meant “ Senatus Populusque Romanus” 
stand now only for the feebler modern 
formula, “Salve populum quem redemisti.” 

All these shabby splendors are inter- 
spersed among the rank and file of two 
hundred, or thereabouts, lay brethren of 
different orders, ranging in years fron 
six to sixty. ‘The Carmelites wear a sort 
of white bathing-dress, and the Brother- 


hood of Saint Francis are clothed in |! 


brown robes, girded with coarse rox 
The very old and the very young look 
rather picturesque in these disguises,—t 
latter especially, urchins with almost baby- 
faces, toddling along with lighted candl 


in hand; and one often feels astonished 
to recognize some familiar porter or shop- 
keeper in this ecclesiastical dress, as when 
discovering a pacific next-door neighbor 
beneath the 
military officer. A fit suggestion ; for next 


y 


bear-skin of an American 


follows a detachment of Portuguese troops- 
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of-the-line,— twenty shambling men in 


short jackets, with hair shaved close, look- 


1: 
i 


ing most like children’s wooden monkeys, 


by no means live enough for the real 
ones. They straggle along, scarcely less 
irregular in aspect than the main body 
of the procession ; they march to the tap 
of the drum. I never saw a Fourth-of- 
J ily pro ession in the remotest of our ru- 
ral districts which was not beautiful, com- 
pared to this forlorn display ; but the pop- 
ular homage is duly given, the bells jan- 
gle incessantly, and, as the procession 
passes, all men uncover their heads or 
have their hats knocked off by official 
authority. 

Still watching from our hotel-window, 
turn now from the sham picturesqueness 
of the Church to the real and unconscious 
picturesqueness of every day. It is the 
orange-season, and beneath us streams an 
endless procession of men, women, and 
children, each bearing on the head a great 
graceful basket of yellow treasures. Op- 
posite our window there is a wall by which 
they rest themselves, after their three-mile 
walk from the gardens. There they 


lounge and re they chatter. Little 





boys come sly] to pilfer oranges, and 
are pelted away with other oranges; for 
a single orange has here no more appre- 
ciable value than a single apple in our 
farmers’ orchards ; and, indeed, windfall 
oranges are left to decay, like windfall 
appl 3. During this season one sees or- 


re, even displayed as a 





sort of thank-offering on the humble al- 
tars of country-churches; the children’s 
lips and cheeks assume a chronic yel- 


lowness; and the narrow side-walks are 





strewn with bits of peel, punched through 


and through by the boys’ pop-guns, as our 


boys punch slices of potato. 
All this procession files down, the whole 
day long, to the orange-yards by the quay. 


There one finds another merry group, or 
a series of groups, receiving and sorting 
the fragrant loads, papering, packing, 
boxing. In the gardens there seems no 
end to the varieties of the golden fruit, 
although only one or two are here being 
packed. There are shaddocks, zamboas, 
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limes, sour lemons, sweet lemons, oranges 
proper, and 7angerinas ; these last being 
delicate, perfumed, thin-skinned, minia- 
ture-fruit from the land of the Moors. 
One may begin to eat oranges at Fayal 
in November; but no discriminating per- 
son eats a whole orange before March, 
—a few slices from the sunny side, and 


ground. One 


the rest is thrown upon the ; 
learns to reverse the ordinary principles 
of selection also, and choose the smaller 
and darker before the large and yellow: 
the very finest in appearance being thrown 
aside by the packers as worthless. Of 
these packers the Messrs. Dabney employ 
two hundred, and five hundred beside 
in the transportation. One knows at a 
glance whether the cargo is destined for 
America or England: the English boxes 
having the thin wooden top bent into a 
sort of dome, almost doubling the solid 
contents of the box. This is to evade 
the duty, the custom-house measurement 
being taken only at the corners. It also 
enables the London dealers to remove 
some two hundred oranges from every 
box, and still send it into the country as 
full.— When one thinks what a knowing 
race we came from, it is re ally wonder- 
ful where we Yankees picked up our 
honesty. 

Let us take one more glance from the 
window ; for there is a mighty jingling 
and rattling, the children are all run- 
ning to see something, and the ecarri we 
is approaching. “ The carriage”: it is 
said advise dly ; for there is but one street 
on the island passable to such an equi- 
e to enjoy 


page, and but one such equipa, 
its privileges, — only one, that is, drawn 
by horses, and presentable in Broadway. 
There are three other vehicles, each the 
object of envy and admiration, but each 
drawn by oxen only. There is the Bar- 
oness, the only lady of title, who sports 
a sort of butcher's cart, with a white top ; 
within lies a mattress, and on the mattress 
recline her ladyship and her daughter, 
as the cart rumbles and stumbles over the 
stones; — nor they alone, for, on emerging 
from an evening party, I have seen the 


oxen of the Baroness, unharnessed, quiet- 










































inky ee ee 





roy 
Vvd' 
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ly munching their hay at the foot of the 


stairs, while a pair of bare feet emerging 





from one end of the vehick 
} 


and a hear 
ty snore from the other, showed the mat- 
tress to be found a convenience by som 
one beside the nobility. Secondly, ther 
is a stout gentleman near the Hotel, re- 
puted to possess el ven da ivht rs, and 
known to possess a pea-green 
t; 


all closed with blinds, and the 


Omnibus 


mounted on an ox-cart; the windows are 
number of 
young ladies may be an approximation 
only. And, lastly, there sometimes rolls 
slowly by an expensive Envlish curricle, 
lately imported; the springs are some- 
how deranged, so that it hangs entirely 
j 


ies ride within, and 
} 


on one sic : thre e lac 


the proprietor sits on the box, surveying 








in calm delight his two red oxen with 
their sky-blue yoke, and the tall peas- 
ant who drives them with a goad. 
After a few day s of grazing al obj cts 
like these, one is to re ir to the 
maps, and become statistical. It would 
be needle ss to Sa) (but tl il we ill kn Ww 
far less of ox ography than 5 ure sup 
pose l to know ) that tl A l bou 
two-thirds of the way across the A 
and about the latitude of Philad 
sharing, however, in the greater w 
of the European coast, l ghtly af 
fected, also, by the stream Tl 





ifands are supposed to have been known 


to the Pheenicians, and Humboldt 


holds 


a 
out a flattering possibility ( Pheenician 
traces yet discoverabl This lent addi- 


] 


tional interest to a mysterious inscription 


built in 


which we hunted up in a church 





the time ot Philip II. at the north end 
of the island; we had the satisfaction of 
sending a copy of it to Humboldt, though 


InscTIp- 


i 
charac - 


it turned out to be only a Latin 


1 


tion clothed in uncouth Greek 


ters, such as have long passed for Runic 
in the Belgian churches and elsewhere. 
The 


discovered ; 


Pheenician traces yet remain to be 


so does a statue fabled t 


) 


1 1 . 1 
exist on the shore of one of the smaller 


islands, where Columbus landed in some 


of his earlier voyages, and, pacing the 
beach, looked eagerly towards the west- 
ern the 


statue 


sea: 


is supposed still to 





ortuguese. 





portray him. In the fifteenth c 
at any rate, the islands were re-dis 
ered. have always since then | 
under Portuguese control, includi: g 
’ ; “a 
that phrase the period when Phili 


united that crown with his own ; and t 


























are ruled now by Portuguese mi ! 
civil governors, with the aid of local leg 
latures. 

Fayal stands, with Pico and San Jorg 
rather isolated from the rest of the ¢ 
and out of their sight. It is the lare 
and most pop ilous of the islands, exc 
St. Michael and Terceira; it has t 
best harbor and by far the most of Amer- 
ican commerce, St. Michael taking n 
of the English. Whalers put into I l 
for fresh vegetables and supplies, and t 
transship their oil; while distressed ves 
sels often seek the h irbor to re p ur d il 
ages. The island is twenty-five n 
long, and sh pe d like a turtle ih ( 
along the sea range from five hund 
to a thousand feet in heigl t 
mountainous interior rises t ree t 
sa The sea is far more re ess tha 
upo! ou l = 
el and thers Ss such a de] ( wat 
in many places around tli ‘ l 
on one occasion, a wha = | ( iw 
near by the rent, broke her ma 
yard against the cliff, w t grazir 
her ke 

The population numbers about twen 
five thousa one 1a of tl 
found in the ¢ of Horta 1 the res 
scattered some forty little hamlets ly- 
ing at irregular distances along the shores 
There are very few E glish « Fri I 
residents, and no Americans but the d 
ferent branches of the Consul’s family, 
a race whose reputation for all gen 
virtues has spread too widely to leavy 
any impropriety in mentioning th 
here. Their energy and character | 
made themselves felt in every ] ‘ 
island; and in the villages farthest fr 
their charming home, one has s ly 
speak of a familia, “the family,” ai | 
introduction is sufficient. Almost every 
good institution or ente rprise on the isl- 





reauion oj 


and is the « 











with 











transacts without charee the trade in 


les between the peasants and the 
lips, vuarantying the price to the 


rs. vivine the 





m the profits, i 
himself; and th 
ovision for pauperism is found 
iarities Every Saturday, rain 
flocks together from all 
the land a su lar collectic 


lame, halt, and blind, 








the number of two hun- 

wet i 1 n ot ten cents 

mak . thousand dollars annual- 
} + + + 

ih COlr ites a small part of 

»nefactions of this rem le man, 

father of the island, with twen- 


dav’s yurney on foot, but by 

l star i s amply worth it 

uly f s for an abl 

orn cents a day: and 
onrs. who had t 

’ . if t Trtyv ¢ 7 1 

T) tur \ to ¢ - 





no means very 
i - chiefly n ab- 
4 1 clo r cost lit- 
| eded exce that 
t s tf really respecta- 
} has great blue oak 
‘ oft hiteen 
} } ] 
‘ , t } wr ri¢ re 1 





! worth half tl 

sses na ubout a dollar 

+ + } . ] 

, 1 hey eat fish sev ul 

we and meat twice or thrice a 
a ' 

iving chiefly u 1 the coarsest corn- 

with sa still they 


Ww in eld y woman, said to 
1etically “We have six 1 is 
cents) @ day — my husband 
und I t 1 and how a 
buy shoes and sto kings i But 
t extreme case of economy which 


ered was that of a poor old wom- 


an, unable to tell her own age, who board- 


a poor tamiv tor four pata 


ryal and the Portuquese 





(twenty 





cents) 


a mont 


week She had, she said, a litt place nn 





compute the terrors 
which has since occurr 


has only been re 











Steeped in this utter poverty dwe] 
ing in ] Ww da K, SI vy huts. w th « rth- 
en floors,—it is vet wor l » ser 
how these people I I not meré 
the decencies, but even tl amenities 
hte | ir clothes are a chaos <« el 
es, but one sees no ra ll thei vell- 
worn whi cart ts vhite in the 
sup itive degree and en t r scan- 
tv supply of w s he scantiest. e. 
ery | ‘ land re to 
washed in warm water at night. 
tainly there are fleas and there are f 
nesses in some directions; and t is 
mazing, es] lly r ¢ $ ! 
to the Irish. to see an extr of povet 
ty so much greater, with s un utte 
absence of sql uidnes But ¥v 1] 
thi said and done, t pos 1 of t 
people ol I iN il is an pyect ( tl 
is, it it pos hes 
more o | s ry i vy to an tr vel 
led America thar all his st es had 
told him besides, nd he x s home 
re ad » ar 1esce lath na ¢ satis 
lactions w of that most I ( ot 
ull recorded social chan the tra r- 

ition of the European | ] 

merican ciuzen 

Fayal is not an expensive place One 
pays six dollars a week at an excellent 
hotel ind th ei no r @ls t pend 
money on, except beggars and donkeys 
For a shilling an hour one can go to é 
or, as the Portuguese phr: se perl } 
cuitous!y expresse if, ro tow ill yn horse- 
back on a donkey, — dai 1 passeio a ca- 
vallo n’um burro. The beggars, indeed 
are numerous; but one's ex i es are 
always happily limited by the great scar- 
citv of small change A ha ent. how- 
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ever, will buy you blessings enough for a 
lifetime, and you can find an investment 
in almost any direction. You visit some 
church or cemetery; you ask a question 
or two of a lounger in a black cloak, with 
an air like an exiled Stuart, and, as you 
part, he detains you, saying, “ Sir, will 
you give me some little thing, (a/guma 
Over- 


whelmed with a sense of personal humil- 


cousinha,) —I am so poor?” 
] 


ity, you pull out three half-cents and 
present them with a touch of your hat, 
he receives them with the same, and you 
go home with a feeling that a distinguish- 
ed honor has been done you. The Span- 
iards say that the Portuguese are “mean 
even in their begging”: they certainly 
make their benefactors mean; and I can 
remember returning home, after a dona- 
tion of a whole pataco, (five cents,) with 
a debilitating sense of too profuse philan- 
thropy. 

It is inevitable that even the genteel life 
of Fayal should share this parsimony. As 
a general rule, the higher classes on the 
island, socially speaking, live on astonish- 
ingly narrow means. How they do it is 
a mystery ; but families of eight contrive 
to spend only three or four hundred dol- 
lars a year, and yet keep several servants, 
and always appear rather stylishly dress- 
ed. The low rate of wages (two dollars 


a month at 


the very highest) makes ser- 
vants a cheap form of elegance. I was 
told of a family employing two domestics 
upon an income of a hundred and twenty 
dollars. Persons come to beg, sometimes, 
and bring a servant to carry home what 
is given. I never saw a mechanic carry 
his tools ; if it be only a hammer, the hir- 
ed boy must come to fetch it. 
Fortunately, there is not much to trans- 
port, the mechanic arts being in a very 
For 


there are no saw-horses nor hand-saws, 


rudimentary condition. instance, 
the smallest saw used being a miniature 
wood-saw, with the steel set at an angle, 
in a peculiar manner. It takes three men 
to saw a plank : one to hold the plank, an- 
other to saw, and a third to carry away 
the pieces. 


Farming-tools have the same simplici- 
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ty. It is one odd result of the universal 
bare feet that they never will use spades ; 
everything is done with a hoe, most skil- 
fully wielded. There are no wheelbar- 
rows, but baskets are the universal sub- 
stitutes. The plough is made entirely of 
wood, only pointed with iron, and is borne 
to and from the field on the shoulder. 
The carts are picturesque, but clumsy; 
they are made of wicker-work, and the 
iron-shod wheels are solidly attached to 
the axle, so that all revolves together, 
amid fearful creaking. The people could 
not be induced to use a cart with mov- 
able wheels which was imported from 
America, nor will they even grease their 
axles, because the noise is held to drive 
away witches. Some other arts are a 
little more advanced, as any visitor to 
Mr. Harper’s pleasant Fayal shop in Bos- 
ton may discover. They make homespun 
cloth upon a simple loom, and out of their 


smoky huts come beautiful embroideries 


and stockings whose fineness is almost 
unequalled. Their baskets are strong 
and graceful, and I have seen men sitting 
in village doorways, weaving the beauti- 


ful broom-plant, yellow flowers and all, 
until basket and bouquet seemed one. 
The greater part of the surface of the 
island is cultivated like a kitchen-garden, 
even up to the top of volcanic cones eight 
hundred feet high, and accessible only by 


All the land is di- 


vided into little rectangular patches of va- 


steps cut in the earth. 


rious verdure,— yellow-blossomed broom, 
blue-flowering flax, and the contrasting 
green of lupines, beans, Indian corn, and 
potatoes. There is not a spire of genuine 
grass on the island, except on the Con- 
sul’s lawn, but wilds covered with red 
heather, low faya-bushes, (whence the 
name of the island,) and a great variety 
of mosses. The cattle are fed on beans 
and lupines. Firewood is obtained from 
the opposite island of Pico, five miles off, 
and from the Ca/deira or Crater, a pit 
five miles round and fifteen hundred feet 
deep, at the summit of Fayal, whence 
great fagots are brought upon the heads 
of men and girls. It is an oversight in 


the “ New American Cyclopedia” to say 
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of Fayal that “ 


ture is the vine,” be 


the chief object of agricul- 
ause there are not a 
half dozen vineyards on the island, the 


soil being unsuitable; but there are ex- 
tensive vineyards on Pico, and these are 
owned almost wholly by proprietors resi- 
dent in Fayal. 

There is a succession of crops of vege- 


tables throughout the year; peas are green 


in January, which is, indeed, said to be 


the most verdant month of the twelve, the 


fields in summer becoming parched and 
slow. The mercury usually ranges from 
50° to 80°, winter and summer; but we 


were there during an unusually cool sea- 


y 


son, and it went down to 45 This was 


‘egarded as very severe by the thinly 
‘lad F val se, and I sometimes went into 
ottages and found the children lying in 
bed to keep warm 


1 ' > 
and callas uned out of doors all th 


Yet roses, geraniums, 


time, and great trees ol red camellia, 


which 





roses. 


Superb 
scarlet banana-flowers decked our Christ- 
Dec u 


e, however, and ex- 


nas- Tree. trees lose their 
leaves in winter the 
oti plants retain the habits they brought 
with them, with or 


The Morus 


the silk-manu 


Sil cul ir exceptvion. 


caults was imported, and 
facture with it; suddenly the 
trees seen l » OTOW bew! 
lier and earlier in t 





Idered, they put 


orth ear 1€ spring, until 


they got back to January: the leaves at 


} } | 


last fell so early that the worms died be- 


gf cocoons, and the whole en- 


fore spinning 


terprise was in a few years abandoned 


because of this vegetable insanity. 
In spite of the absence of snow and 


presence of verdure, this falling of the 


leaves vives some hint of winter ; 
blackbirds and can 
ing. The latter are a variety possessing 


rather inferior charms, compared with the 


yet 


aries sing without ceas- 


species; but they have a pretty 
habit of flying away to Pi i 


domestic 
ico every night: 


it was pleasant to sit at sunset on the high 


cliffs at the end of t 


he island and watch 
the little brown creatures, like fragments 
f the rock itself, whirled away over the 


rhe 


were rather a disappointment; they sug- 


foaming ocean. orange -orchards 





gested quince trees with more 
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leaves; and, indeed, there was a hard, 
glossy, coriaceous look to the vegetation 


generally, which made us sometimes long 
for the soft, tender green of more 
perate zones. The novel beauty of the 
Dabney gardens can scarcely be exag- 
gerated; each step was a new incursion 
into the tropics,—a palm, a magnolia, 
a ¢ amphor-tre e,a dragon-tree, sugut sting 
Humboldt and Orotava, a « lump of bam- 
boos or cork-trees, or the startling strange- 
ness of the great grass-like banana, itself a 


There are hedges of pittospor im, 


jungle. | ] 


nd two 


arbors veiled by passion-flowe rs, 





of that most beautiful of all living trees, 


the araucaria, or Norfolk Is] and pt ie, — 


one specimen being some eighty feet high, 
and said to be the tallest north of the 
equator. And when over all this luxu- 
riant exotic beauty the soft clouds furled 
away and the sun showed us Pi we 


l , om 
had no more to ask, and the soft, beauti- 


ful blue cone be un altar for our 


ame 


gratitude, and the thin mist of 


canic air that flickered above it seemed 


t 





1¢ rising incense of the world. 
In the midst of all these charming sur- 
prises, we found it hard to begin at once 
upon the study of the language, although 
the prospect of a six-months’ st iv m ule 
it desirable. We were pleased to expe- 
rience the odd, stupid sensation of having 
people talk loud to us as being foreig 
and of seeing even the 
much more at their ease than w 
And every step beyond this was a new 


enjoyment. We found the requisites for 
learning a language on its own soil to be 


a firm will, a quick ear, fle 


xible lips, and 


a great deal of cool audacity. 


boldly in, expecting to make ce 


blunders; find out the shops where they 





make 


speak English, and don’t go there ; 
your first bargains at twenty-five per cent. 
disadvantage, and charge it as a lesson in 


the language; expect to be laughed at, 


and laugh yourself, because you win 


The daily labor is its own reward 
is a pleasure to look through a telescope 


in an observatory, gradually increasing 


‘ : , » ; : 
its powers until a dim nebula is re solved 


. > 
into a whole valaxy ot separate stars. how 
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much more when the nebula is one of lan- 
guage around you, and the telescope is 
your own more educated ear! 

We discovered further, what no one 
had ever told us, that the ability to speak 
French, however poorly, is rather a draw- 
back in learning any less universal lan- 
guage, because the best company in any 
nation will usually have some knowledge 
of French, and this tempts one to remain 
on neutral ground and be lazy. But the 
best company in Fayal was so much less 
interesting than the peasantry, that some 
of us persevered in studying the vernacu- 
lar. To be sure, one finds E 





glish spoken 
by more of the peasants than of the small 
aristocracy of the island, so many of the 
former have spent some years in Ameri- 
can whale-ships, and come back to settle 
down with their savings in their native 
village. In visiting the smaller hamlets 
on the island, I usually found that the 
owners of the two or three most decent 
houses had learned to speak English in 
this way. But I was amused at the dis- 
may of an American sea-captain who on 


oting excursion ventured on some 





iticisms on the agriculture of a farm, 


was soon answered in excellent Eng- 


proprietor. 
t 


k at the foolish fellow,” quoth the 





captain, “ carrying his plough to the field 
on his shoulder!’ 

‘ Sir,” said the Portucuese, « oolly, “] 
have no other way to take it there.” 

The American reserved his fire, there- 
after, for bipeds with wings. 

hese Americanized sailors form a sort 
of humbler aristocracy in Fayal, and are 
apt to pride themselves on their superior 
knowledge of the world, though their so- 
ber habits have commonly saved them 
from the demoralization of a sailor’s life. 
But the untravelled Fayalese peasantry 
are a very centle » affec tionate, childlike 
people, pensive rather than gay, indus- 


trious, but not ingenious, with few amuse- 





ments and those the simplest, in« apable 


of great crimes or very heroic virtues, 
educated by their religion up to the point 
ot reverent obedient e, but no higher. 


Their grace and beauty are like our 


4 Fayal and the Portuguese. 
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impressions of the Italian peasantry, and 
probably superior to the reality in that 


case. Amoi * the young men and boys 


especially, one sees the true olive cheeks 


and magnificent black eyes of Southern 
races. The women of Fay il are not con- 
sidered remarkable for beauty, but in the 
villages of Pico one sees in the doorways 
ot hove Is« omple xions like rose petals, and 
faces such as one attributes to Evangeline, 
soft, shy, and innocent. But the figure is 
the chief wonder, the figure of woman as 
she was meant to be, beautiful in superb 
vigor, — not diseased and tottering, as with 
us, but erect and strong and stately ; ev- 
ery muscle fresh and alive, from the crown 
of the steady head, to the sole of the eman- 
cipated foot and yet not heavy and 
clun sy, as one fancies barefooted women 
must be, but inheriting symmetry and 
grace irom the Portuguese sec or Moorish 


blood. I have looked t rh the erowd- 





ed halls of Saratoga in vain for one such 
figure as I have again and again seen de- 
scending those ste p mountan paths with 
a bundle of firewood on the head, or as- 
cending them with a basket of farm-ma- 
nure. No person who has never left 
America can ippreciate the sensation of 


} 


1: ; 
hving am healthy women; often as I 





heard of this, I was utterly unprepared 
for the realization ; I never lost the con- 
scious enjoyment of it for a single day; 
and when I reached home and walked 
across Boston Common on a June Sun- 
day, I felt as if I were in a hospital fox 
consumptives. 

This condition of health cannot be at- 
tributed to any mere advantage of cli 
mate. The higher classes of F uy ul are 


feeble and si kly : their diet is bad, they 





take no exert ise, and sufler 
quences ; they have all the ills to which 
flesh is heir, cluding one s] 
tuguese complaint, known by the odd 


name ot dur do colovelo, eibow- 


which corresponds to that known to An- 





glo Saxons, by an equally bold symbol, 
as the gree n-eyt d monster, Je alousy. bo 
the physical superiority of the peasantry 
seems to come solely from their mode of 


life,—out-door labor, simple diet, and bare 








L860. } the 
feet. Change these and their health coes; 
lomestic service in foreign families on the 


ivs makes them ill, and often 


their health and bloom forever; 


d strange to say, that which most nau- 





eates and ranges their whole physical 
dition such ses, is the necessi 
vearing shoes and stockings. 
The Pico peasants have also the ad- 
untage of the Favalese in picturesque- 
ness of cost ‘ rhe men wear home- 
pun b ja ets and blue or white trou- 
sers, with a | 1 woollen Cap of red or 
blue. rhe women wear a white waist 
with a gay } ‘ rossed above the 
bosom, a full t skirt of blue, red, or 
vhite, and a1 
ight slec 


























Ww t 
ively Y 
his there i 
ider the ] 
fume $ 
it in t 
a is ” t woman from grand- 
th to } inddaughter: and 
vhen ( sa the harbor, in the 
lateen-s | -boat, and old ind young 
come forth on the ks to see the arrival, 
ems I to some reaim ol 
uttertli 
I out-dootr begins very early. 
As soon as the Fayalese baby is old 
er igh to s he is sent into 
] nurse The vy is the sunny 
side of the house-doo \ lar ve stone is 
elected, in a lient position, and 
there the litth lusky creature squats, 
i 
hour aft hou iin one garment at 
mo andl lo« at th nive thro ich 
two k bead Often the little 
dog comes i is himself close | and 
re little cat be the dog, and the lit- 
tle pig beside the it, and the little hen 
beside t | py Family,” a 
yw of littl ’ unbeams, all 
lown th lane ler, the same 
hild harnesses his little ho ind wagon, 
he being the horse and a sheep’s jawbone 
the wagon, und trots ontentedly along, 


dy 3 . 
in almost the smallest amount of costume 
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} 
ccessi vie 


All this refers to 
The 


to mortals. 


the genuine aby 


, happy, plebeian | 


renteel baby is probably as wretched in 
Fayal as elsewhere, but he is k« pt more 
out of sight. 

These children are seldom noisy and 
never rude: the race is not hilariou ind 
their politeness is inborn. Not an urchin 
of three can be induced to accept ar- 

" y 


plum until he has shyly slid off his 


cap, if he has one, and kiss« 


little hand 


The society of princes ¢: 
| 














in 
hardly surpass the natural courtesy of the 
peasant, who insists on climbing the or- 
ana e to select for you the choicest 
fruit \ hopkee ver never wn you 
1 handful of nuts without nging the 
bundle near to his lips, first, with a grace- 
ful ve of salutatio A lady f 1 Lis- 
bon told us that this politenes rpassed 
that of the native Po und the 
wife of an English captain, who had sail- 
ed with her husband from port to port 
for fitteen yea said that sl had never 
en anything to equal it It is not the 
slavishness of inferiors wv th st 
exhibit it to ls each ot! } rr 
two very old women talking 1 ly in 
the street, each in a cloak who 
square inch is a patch, and eve patch 
a different shade, ind each alternate 
word you hear se¢ to | Senhora 
Among laboring men, the most availabl 
medium of courtesy is the little paper ci- 
var it contains about I vinft d is 
smoked by ibout that number of separate 
persons. 

But to fully appreciate this natural 
courtesy, one must visit the humbler Fay- 
alese at home You enter a low stone 
hut, thatched and windowless, and you 

1 the mistress within, a robust, black- 
eyed, dark-skinned woman, engaged in 


grinding corn with a Scriptural 





She bars your way ipolog vi 

must not enter so poor a house \ ure 
so beautiful, so p rfect, and she i poor, 
she has “nothing but the day and the 
night,” or some equ illy poetic phrase 


ind talk with her a little, 
shows you all 


st on the 


But you enter 


she readily her 


and 


earthen 





possessi ns, - 
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floor, her one chair and stool, her tallow- 
candle stuck against the wall, her husk 
mattress rolled together, with the pre- 
Behind a 


curtain of coarse straw-work is a sort of 


cious blue cloak inside of it. 


small boudoir, holding things more pri- 
vate, an old barrel with the winter’s fuel 
in it, a few ears of corn hanging against 


the wall, a pair of shoes, and a shelf with 


a large pasteboard box. The box she 
opens triumphantly and exhibits her san- 
tinhos, or little images of saints. This is 


San Antonio, and this is Nossa Senhora 
do Conceicao, Our Lady of the Concep- 
tion. She prays to them every day for 
sunshine ; but they do not seem to hear, 


this 


Then, approaching the climax of her 


winter, and it rains all the time. 
blessedness, with beaming face she opens 
a door in the wall, and shows you her pig. 

The courte sy of the higher classes tends 
to formalism, and has stamped itself on 
the lancuage in 
The 


towards a 


some very odd ways. 


tendency common to all tongues, 


disuse of the second person 
singular, as too blunt and familiar, is car- 
ried so far in Spanish and Portuguese as 
to disuse the second person plural also, 
except in the family circle, and to substi- 
tute the indirect phrases, vuestra Merced 
(in Spanish) and vossa Mercé (in Portu- 
guese), both much contracted in speaking 
and familiar writing, and both signifying 
“your Grace.” The joke of invariably 
applying this epithet to one’s valet would 
seem sufficiently grotesque in either lan- 
but 
Portuguese propriety has gone so far that 


guage, and here the Spanish stops; 
even this phrase has become 
In talking 


equals, it would be held an insult to call 


too hack- 
neyed to be civil. with your 


them simply “ your Grace”; it must be 
some phrase still more courtly, — vossa 
Excellencia, or vossa Senhoria. One may 
hear an elderly gentleman talking to a 
young girl of fourteen, or, better still, two 
such damsels talking together, and it is 
“ your Excellency ” at every sentence ; 
and the prescribed address on an enve- 
“ Tilustrissima Excellentissima 


Varia.” 


es have not quite reached the “ Excellen- 


lope is 


Senhora Dona The lower class- 
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cy,” but have got beyond the “ Grace,” 
and hence the personal pronouns are in 
a state of colloquial chaos, and the only 
safe way is to hold to the third person 
and repeat the name of Manuel or Maria, 


as possi- 


or whatever it may be, as often | 


ble. 

This leads naturally to the mention of 
another peculiar usage. On visiting the 
Fayal post-office, I was amazed to find the 
letters arranged alphabetically in the or- 
der of the baptismal, not the family names, 
of the persons concerned,—as if we should 
enumerate Adam, Benjamin, Charles, and 
soon. But I at once discovered this to be 
the universal usage. Merchants, for in- 
stance, thus file their business papers; or 
rather, since four-fifths of the male bap- 
tismal names in the language fall under 
the four letters, A, F, J, M, they arrang 
only five bundles, giving one respectively 
to Antonio, Francisco, José or Joao, and 

This 
all seemed inexplicable, till at last there 


Manuel, adding a fifth for sundries. 


proved to be an historical kernel to the 
nut. The Portuguese, and to some ex- 
tent the Spaniards, have kept nearer to 
the primitive usage which made the per- 
sonal name the important one and the 
patronymic quite secondary. John Smith 
is not known conversationally as Mr. 
Smith, but as Mr. John, — Senhor Joao. 
One may have an acquaintance in soci- 
ety named Senhor Francisco, and anoth- 
er named Senhora Dona Christina, and it 
. 


may be long before it turns out that they 


are brother and sister, the family name 
being, we will suppose, Garcia da Rosa; 
and even then it will be doubtful wheth- 
er to call them Garcia or da Rosa. This 
explains the great multiplication of names 
in Spain and Portugal. The first name 
being the important one, the others may 


yr di- 


be added, subtracted, multiplied, 
vided, with perfect freedom. A wife may 
or may not add her husband’s name to her 
own; the eldest son takes some of the fa- 
ther’s family names, the second son some 
of the mother’s, saints’ names are sprinkled 
in to suit the taste, and no confusion is 
is the 


produc d, because the first name 


only one in common use. 


Each may, if 
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he pleases, carry all his ancestors on his 


visiting-card, without any inconvenience 


except the cost of pasteboard. 


Fayal exhibits another point of cour- 
tesy to be studi 


udied. The gentleman of 


was early warned that it was 
the 


to know 


our party 
part) 
very well to learn his way about 


streets, but far more essential 


the way to the brim of his hat. Every 


gentleman touches his hat to every lady, 
acquaintance or stranger, in street or bal- 


cony. So readily does one grow used to 





this, that I was astonish for a moment, 
at the rudeness of some 
just landed from a f1 gate, who passed 
{ mine, without rais- 
ing the hat. “Are these,” I asked, “the 


polite Frenchmen one reads about ?”— 


sole ladie Ss, Irie! ds ( 


not reflecting that I myseif should not have 


ventured on bowing to strange ladies in 


1, Without 


the same } 





special instruc- 
| 





tion in Portuguese courtesies. These little 
refinements became, indeed, very agree- 
ab! ] 1] 1 °° 

abie, Only alioye Dy the spirit of caste 
in which they wer« pe rformed,—elbowing 


ior 


sidewalk 


to the 


the peasant-woman off the 





} , . , 
the sake of dofir he hat Baron- 


I thought of the 


1 
shown towards woman as 


ess. impartial courtesies 


woman In my 


own country, and the spread eagle with- 
; I 


in me flapped his pini Then I ask- 


ed myself, “ What if the woman were 


bl ack ?” and tl Agile 


mmediate ly closed 


his wings, and 


ped no more. 
may add, that afterwards, attending dan- 
ces among the peasants, I was surprised 
to see my gracetul wains in humble life 
smoking and spitting in the presence of 
white-robed belles, i 4 manner not to 
be witnessed on our farthest western bor- 
ders 
The positi m of woman in Portugus se 
countries bri FS One earer to that Ori- 
ental type from which modern society 
h is bee n gra lually erging. Woman 
is secluded, so far as each family can af- 


which is the key to the Oriental 


system. Seclusion is aristocracy, and if 
the house- 
Thus, 


s, one d 1ughter is often 


it cannot be made complete, 


hold must do the best they ean. 


in the lowest class 





decreed by the parents to be brought up 
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French officers, 


like a lady, and for this every sacrifice is 


| 


to be made. Her robust sisters vo bare- 


footed to the wells for water, the yogon ile Ss 
unprotected into the lonely mountains ; 


no social ambition, no | helpless- 


gventet 
ness for them. sut Mariquinha is taught 
to read, write, and sew: she is as careful- 
Riad a 


shed to 


ly looked after as if the world w 


steal her; she wears shoes and sto kine s 





and an embroidered kerchi 
ed cloak : and she never steps outside the 


door alone. You meet her, Pp ale and de- 


, . : a 
mure, plodding aloug to mass with her 
mother. The sisters will marry laborers 
and fishermen ; Mariquinha will rry a 





2} , 
smali shop-Keeper or the mate of a vessel, 





or else die single. It is not v« ry plea 
for the poor girl in the mean time ; she is 
neither healthy nor happy; but “let us 
be re nteel or die.” 


On festa-days she and her mother draw 





their hoods so low and their muf hand- 
kerchiefs so high that the costume is a 





good as a yashmak, and in passing t 


the streets these one-eyed women seem 
4 thie 





like an importation from the “ 
Nights.” Ladies of hi 


wear the hooded cloak for 


} 
ner fT 


gre freedom, and at a fashionable 


ater 
wedding in the cathedral I have seen th« 
jewelled fingers of the uninvited acquaint- 
ances gleam from the blue folds of broad- 
does one 


cloth. But very rarely 


aristocratic lady in the street in 
} 


must be a male relative, or 





rench apparel, and never alone. 
servant, o7 
at the very least, a 


Even the 


lemale 


the American Con- 


companion. 


ladies of 





er , ° , 
SulLsS Iamily very rareiy go out sing 

not from any fear, for the peo] le are as 
harmless as birds, but from etiquette Phe 


first foreign 


lady who walked habitually 
alone in the streets was at once christen- 


ed “ The Cr 
not 


azy American.” 


be escorted home from an ev 


party by a gentleman, but by a servant 
with a lantern ; and as the streets have no 
lamps, I ne ver could see the breaking-up 


of any such entertainment without recall- 


ng Retzsch’s quaint picture s of the little 
German towns, and the burghers plod- 


ding home with their lanterns,— unless, 








ance, what a foreign friend of ours 


called 


by, and 


a “sit-down chair” came rattling 
transferred our associations to 
Mr. Winkle. 


found or 


Cranford and 
We fancied other Oriental- 
isms. <A visitor claps his hands at the 


| an 
head of the court-yard stairs, to summon 
an attendant. 


The solid chimneys, with 
windows in them, are precisely those de- 


scribed by Urquhart in his delightful 


“ Pillars of Hercules ”; so are the gar- 


dens, divided into clean separate cells 
by tall hed: 


es of cane; so is the game 
4 


of ball played by the boys in the street, 
Moorish 


mode of making butter, 


under the self-same 


name of 
arri; so is the 
. . ° = 

by tying up the cream In a goat-skin and 
I the 


kicking it till 


butter 
fused 


notions of Gothic 


comes. Even 


the architecture all our 
Moorish, and 


Urquhart’s in- 


into one 


and of 





latter as the 


is a singular fact 
that the 


Mohammedan phrase Ozald, 


“ Would to Allah,” is still the most fa- 


miliar ejaculation in the Portuguese lan- 


TFuage and tie 


habitual equivalent in 


“ Would to 


relizious books for 


God.” 
We were treated with great courtesy 


and ho pit ulity by our Portuguese ne igh- 
rs, and an evening party in Fayal is 


res} 


} 


one enters, the 


ts worth describing. As 
anteroom is crowded with 
vrentliemen, ind the chief reception-room 


11 , os : 
ems like a large omnibus, lighted, 
dressed with flowers, and havi row 


ga 
ol ladies on each side. 


The personal 


is perhaps less than one expects 


though one sees some superb dark eyes 


blue-black hair; they dress with a 
view to the latest 


French fashions, and 
At last 


r seat at the piano, then 


+; ~atl » « > . , 
sometimes rather a distant view. 
a lady takes he 


comes an eager rush of gentlemen into 
the room, and partners are taken for co- 
tillons, —large, double, very double co- 
The 
gentlemen appear in scrupulous black 
broadcloth and satin and white kid; in 


summer alone they are permitted to wear 


tillons, here 


{ alled contradar cas. 


white trousers to parties; and we heard 


Fayal and the Poriuquese. 





| November, 


of one anxious yo ith who, about the turn 
of the season, wore the black and carried 
the white in his pocket, peeping through 
the door, on arrival, to see which had the 


majority. 


It seemed a pity to waste such 
" 





cifts of discretion on a monart il coun- 





try, when he might have emigrated to 
America and applied them to politics. 

The company perform their dancing 
with the accustomed air of civilized fes- 
tivity, “as if they were hired to do 


about being paid.” 


it 
it, 


and were doubtful 


Changes of figure are announced by a 


clapping of hands from one of the gen- 


tlemen, and a chorus of such applauses 


marks the end of the dance. Then they 


promenade slowly round the room, once 


or twice, in pairs; then the ladies take 
their seats, and instantly each gentleman 
walks hurriedly into the anteroom, and 
for ten minutes there is as absolute a sep- 
aration of the sexes as in a Friends’ Meet- 
this arrange- 


well, 


they think, for gentlemen, if foreigners, 


ing. Nobody approves of 


ment, in the abstract; it is all v ry 


to remain in the 


room, but it is not the 


Portuguese custom. Yet, with this excep- 


tion, the manners are agreeably simple. 


Your admission to the house guaranties 


you as a proper ac quaintance , there 


are 

no introductions, and you may address 
. : ‘ 

any one in any ianguage you Can coin 


into a sentence. Many 
three Engli 
with an odd mingling of dialects, 


the Mil 


speak French, 
and two or h, sometimes 





is when 





ary Governor answered 


i my in- 


quiry, made in timid Portuguese, as to 
how lone he had served in the army. 
“ Vinte-cinco annos,” he answered, in 


the same language ; then, with an effort 


eptionable _ trans! 


you call, Twenty-cing year 


alter an unex 
“ Vat 
] 


The vreat obstacle to the di 


hon, 
na 

ilovue soon 
deficit ot 
Most of 


dies never go out except to mass and to 


becomes, however, a 


subjec ts 
rather than of words. these la- 
parties, they never read, and if one of 
them has some knowledge of geography, 
it is quite an extended education; so 
that, when you have asked them if they 


have ever been to St. Michael, and they 


have answered, Yes, — or to Lisbon, and 
, 

















Fayal 


y have answered, No,—then social 
intercou r flags. I gladly re- 
ord, howeve that there were some re- 


























arkable exceptions to this, and that we 
found in the family of the late eminent 
Portuguese statesman, Mousinbo d’Albu- 
juerque, accomplishments and knowledge 
which made their acquaintance an honor. 
During the intervals of the dancing, 
I trays of tea and of cakes are repeat- 
l urried round,— astonishing cakes, 
very gradation of insipidity, with the 
oddest names: white poison, nuns’ kiss- 
s, angels’ crops, cats’ tails, heavenly 
! val evos, coruscations, co ked 
h und or oblivion cakes, 
the butte x omitted. It seems’an 
unex] ls ol of the plaintive mel- 
ar yy of the Po uese character that 
m cor ns which we call kiss- 
‘ ey call sighs As night 
ivances Kes ow sweeter and 
| pr tty na- 
uonal dal $s il ist introduced ; 
igh tl t el en to such d- 
v 1 is W tine peasants periorm 
1 on Sa ol Sunday evening 
» the nu strain of a viola, the 
sician | 1 iK ¢ part in the com- 
plicated dar | all the men chanting 
{ elrall N ertbeiess they add to 
{ oO nteel iment, 
l 1 may ut the party as long 
J ve pa ( if till four in the 
rning, so n i é etter [or your pop- 
irl Y c eathering consist 
it thirty iy like to mak 
Per ips xf lay one of these 
v ends ids In a pre it 
he iadies of the party 
‘ A ul fle 5 A t pe 
led; a r or Easter o 
larg ul Swe ned l 
i iz, and having whole eges, sh« 
L all, in the midst of it. On lady of 
ir acquaintance received a pretty bas- 
é which being pened revealed two 
little Portuguese 1 urs about eight inches 
| snow-wl wearll blue ribbons 
nd th scented with co- 
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Beyond these occasional parties, there 


seems very little society during the win- 


] | 


ti li , j > wal 
native ladies seldom either walk- 


ing or riding, and there being no places 


of secular amusement. In summer, it is 


a. . . a ope 
said, when the principal famines resort 


to their vineyards at Pico, formalities are 
laid aside, and a simpler intercourse takes 


1 > cat 
place. But I never saw any existence 


more thoroughly 


pitiable than that of the 
young men of the higher classes; they 
had literally nothing to do, exe 


day in an apotl 





ecary’s 


went out shooting or fishing occasionally 


but anything like employment, even mer- 


= — 
cantile, was entirely beneath their caste; 


and they only pardoned the constant in- 
dustry of the American Consul and his 
family, as a sort of national eccentricity, 


for which they must not be severely con- 


dk mned. 





Dut 


though some dry voods dealers sell a few 
religious books. We heard a rumor of 
a Portugues¢ Uncle Tom” also, but 
I never could find the copy. The old 
Convent Libraries were sent to Lisbon 
on the suppression of the me nasteries, 





urned, 


and never re 


press on 


a printing-} 


of the Governors shiy ped it off to St 
Mik hael. There it vor s,” he said t 

the American Consul, “and the Devil 
take it!” The v was wrecked in the 
bay. * You see,” he afterwards piously 


‘the Devil ha ~" Kis 


proper, however, to mention, that a p1 


taken it. 


and a m wspaper have been establishe d 


without further Satanic in- 








Books were scarce on the island. Ons 
of rentleman from Lisbon, quite an 
accomplish 1 man, who spoke French 
fl 1ently and English toler ibly, had some 
five hundred books, chiefly in the former 





tongue, including seventy-two volumes 
of Balzac. His daughter, a young lady 


hed than most 





of fifteen, more accompli 


of the belles of the island, showed me her 
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little library of books in French and Por- 
tuguese, including three English volumes, 
an odd selection,—* The Vicar of Wake- 
field,” Gregory’s “ Legacy to his Daugh- 
ters,” and Fielding’s “ Life of Jonathan 
Wild.” But, indeed, her supply of mod- 
ern Portuguese literature was almost as 
scanty, (there is so very little of it,) 
and we heard of a gentleman’s studying 
French “in order to have something to 
read,” which seemed the last stage in na- 
tional decay. 

Perhaps we were still more startled by 
the unexpected literary criticisms of a 
young lady from St. Michael, English 
on the father’s side, but still Roman Cath- 
olic, who had just read the New Testa- 
ment, and thus naively gave it her in- 
dorsement in a letter to an American 
friend :— “I dare say you have read the 
New Testament; but if you have not, I 
recommend it to you. I have just fin- 
ished reading it, and find it a very moral 
and nice book.” After this certificate, it 
will be safe for the Bible Society to con- 
tinue its operations. 

Nearly all the popular amusements in 
Fayal occur in connection with religion. 
After the simpler buildings and rites of 
the Romish Church in America, the Fay- 
al churches impress one as vast baby- 
houses, and the services as acted cha- 
rades. This perfect intermingling of the 
religious and the melodramatic was one 
of our most interesting experiences, and 
made the Miracle Plays of history a very 
simple and intelligible thing. In Fayal, 
holiday and holy-day have not yet under- 
gone the slightest separation. A festival 
has to the people necessarily some relig- 
ious association, and when the Americans 
celebrate the Fourth of July, Mr. Dab- 
ney’s servants like to dress with flowers a 
wooden image in his garden, the fierce 
figure-head of some wrecked vessel, which 
they boldly personify as the American 
Saint. On the other hand, the proper- 
ties of the Church are as freely used for 
merrymaking. On public days there are 
fireworks provided by the priests; they 
are kept in the church till the time comes, 
and then touched off in front of the build- 
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ing, with very limited success, by the sac- 
ristan. And strangest of all, at the final 
puff and bang of each remarkable piece 
of pyrotechny, the bells ring out just 
the same sudden clang which marks the 
agonizing moment of the Elevation of 
the Host. 

On the same principle, the theatricals 
which occasionally enliven the island take 
place in chapels adjoining the churches. 
I shall never forget the example I saw, 
on one of these dramatic occasions, of 
that one cardinal virtue of Patience, which 
is to the Portuguese race the substitute for 
all more positive manly qualities. The 
performance was to be by amateurs, and 
a Written programme had been sent from 
house to house during the day; and this 
had announced the curtain as sure to rise 
at eight. But as most of the spectators 
went at six to secure places, — literally, 
places, for each carried his or her own 
chair, — one micht suppose the audience 
a little impatient before the appointed 
hour arrived. But one would then sup- 
pose very in orrectly. Eicht o'clock 
came, and a quarter past eight, but no 
curtain rose. Half-past eight. No move- 
ment nor sign of any. The people sat 
still. A quarter to nine. The people 
sat still. Nine o'clock. The people sat 
perfectly still, nobody talking much, the 
gentlemen being all the while separated 
from the ladies, and all quiet. At last, 
at a quarter past nine, the orchestra came 
in! They sat down, laid aside their in- 
struments, and looked about them. Sud- 
denly a whistle was heard behind the 
scenes. Nothing came of it, however. 
After a time, another whistle. The peo- 
ple sat still. Then the orchestra began 
to tune their instruments, and at half-past 
nine the overture began. And during 
all that inexplicable delay of one hour 
and a half, after a preliminary waiting of 
two hours, there was not a single look of 
annoyance or impatience, nor the slight- 
est indication, on any face, that this was 
viewed as a strange or extraordinary 
thing. Indeed, it was not. 


We duly attended, not on this occasion 


only, but on all ecclesiastical festivals 
J , 
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rrave or 


g gay, the only di ulty being 
to discover any person in town who had 
even approximate information as to when 
We saw 
many sights that are universal in Roman 
Catholic cou that 


Fayal: we 


or where they were to occur. 


ntries, and are 


many 


saw the “ Proces- 


peculiar te 


sion of the Empress,” when, for six suc- 





cessive Saturday evenings, young girls 
walk in order through the streets white- 
robed and crowned; saw the vessels in 
| x decorated with dangling effigies 


of Judas, on the appointed day ; saw the 


bands of men at Easter going about with 


flags and plates to beg money for the 


churches, and returning at night with feet 


unsteady ; saw the feet-wash- 


spi iously 


ing, on Maundy-Thursday, of twelve old 


2 re ' » final ha 
nen, each having a square inch of the tn- 
step wa hed, wiped, and cautiously kissed 


by the ir-General, after which twelve 
3 , : ae 

lemons were solemnly distributed, each 
with a silver coin stuck into the peel ; saw 
and felt the showers of water, beans, flour, 
oranges, eggs, from the balcon y-windows 
during Carnival ; saw weddings in church- 
es, with groups of male companions hold 


ing tall candles round kneeling bri 


: les; 
saw the distribution to the poor of bread 
om long tables ar- 


pring ipal street, on 
I 





Whitsunday 4 memorial vow, made 
long sit to I ite the reecurrs e 
of an eartl ike But it must be owned 
that these thing nsp akably interest- 
ing at fi 1 1 littie threadbare be 
fore the end of the winter; we grew tired 
f the tawd s and shabbiness which 


vervaded them all, of the coarse faces of 


I 
the priests, and the rank odor of the in- 


cense. 


We had left Protestantism in a state 
of vehement intolerance in America, but 
we soon found, that, to hear the hardest 


id against the priesthood, one 
Catholic 


end to the 


things s 





must visit a Roman 


There 


avarice 


country. 


was no anecdotes of 


ind sensuality in this direction, 
and there seemed everywhere the stran- 


} f off 


( ombin ition of 





ial reverence with 





personal contempt. The pring ipal official, 


or Ouvidor, was known among his pa- 
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rishioners by the en 
“The Black Pig 


ce rtainly did no discredit. 





k at Pico during our 


and two hundred thousand doll 


great shipwre stay, 


rs’ worth 


of rich goods was stranded on the bare 


rocks ; there were no acd quate means for 


its defence, and the peasants could hard- 
ly be expected to keep their hands off. 
} 


l those of the 


But the foremost hands were t 
parish priest; for three weeks no mass 


was said in his church, and a funeral was 


left for days unperformed, that the repre- 
of God might steal more silks 
When the next 


pt ople 


sentative 
and laces. service oc- 


curred, the remained quiet until 
the priest rose for the sermon; then they 


rose also tumultuously, and ran out of 
‘Ladrdo!” * Thief!” 


“ But why this indignation ?” said an in- 


the church, cry ing, * 


telligent Roman Catholic to us; “ there is 
not a priest on either island who would 
not have done the same.” A 
after I this same cool critic, candle 

| ] 


in hand, heading a solemn ecclesiastical 


few days 


saw 


proc ession in the cathedral. 


In the country-villages there naturally 


lingers more undisturbed t 





turesque life of Roman Catholic socie- 
ty. Every hamlet is clustered round its 
church, almost always magnificently situ- 
ated, and each has its spe ial festivals 
Never shall I forget one love ly day when 
we went to witness the annual services 
at Praya, held to commemorate an an- 
cient es¢ ipe Irom in earthquake It was 
the first day of February After weeks 
of rain, there came at one burst all the 


luxury of June, winter seemed to pass in- 
ind blackbirds 
Se walal. o 





to summer in a moment 





sang on every spray 
rode over a ste¢ p promontory, lown into 
a green valley, scooped softly to the sea 
the church was by the beach As we 


converging 


passed along, the ste ep paths 


ls were full of women and 





from all the h 





men in spotless blue and white, with 
bright kerchiefs ; they were all walking 
barefooted over the rocky ways, only the 
women stopping, ere reat hing the « hur h, 


to don stockings and shoes. Many per- 
} 


sons sat in sunny places by the roadsides 
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blind old 
men, and groups of children clamorous 
pro} 


Many others 


to beg, with few to beg from, 


put 





for coppers, itiated by sugar- 


plums. were bringing of- 
ferings, candles for the altar, poultry, 
which were piled, a living mass, legs tied, 
in the corner of the church, and small 
sums of money, which were recorded by 
The 


church was already so crowded that it 


an ancient man in a mighty book. 





was almost impossible to enter; the cen- 
tre was one great flower-garden of head- 


Pt 
dresses Ot Kit 


eling women, and in the 
aisles were p nitents, toiling round the 
church upon their knees, each bearing a 
lighted candle. But the 


services had not 


yet begun, and we went down among 
t 
t 


he rocks to eat our luncheon of bread 


and oranges; the ocean rolled in lan- 


guidly, a summer sea; we sat beside shel- 
high 


aie . e : 
and pomted rocks, and great, indolent 


tered, transparent basins, among 


waves sometimes reared their heads, look- 


in r retreat, or flooding our 


in upon o 
calm pools with a surface of creamy ef- 
niverse seer 
of summer. 


On our w ty past the church, we had 


. - 
caught a glimpse of unwonted black 

1 . 28 } =e sme P 
smali-clothes, and, siyly peeping into a 


little chapel, had seen the aucust Senate 





of Horta apparen arraying themselves 


for the ceremony Presently out came 
aman with a gre: 
then with 


1 gold- 


tipped staves, trod statelily towards the 


the Senators, two and two, 


white bands, 





1: ' 
short black cloaks, 


And as we approached the 


saw these digni- 


church. 
door, on our return, we 


taries sitting in their great arm-chair 





one might fancy Venetian potentates, 


while a sonorous Portuguese sermon roll- 
ed over their heads as innocuously as a 
Thanksgiving discourse over any New- 
England congregation. 

Do not imagine, by the way, that crit- 
ical remarks on sermons are a monopoly 
of Protestantism. After one religious ser- 
vice in Fayal, my friend, the Professor 
les- 


of Langua res, who sometimes cave 


sons in English, remarked to me 


ae 
ie conimden- 
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tially, in my own tongue, — “ His sermor 


is good, but his « bad; he does 


position 


] Is 
well.” 


not er pose Supposing him to 
fer to the elocution, I assented, secret- 
ly thinking, however, that the divine in 


question had exposed himself exceedingly 
well. 

Another very impressive ceremony was 
the Midnight Mass on New Yeav’ 


when we climbed at midnight, thro 


some close, dark passages in the vast 
church edifice, into a sort of conc | 
opera-box above the high altar, and sud 
denly opened windows looking down into 
the brilliantly lighted cathedral, crammed 


with kneeling people and throbbing with 


loud music. It seemed centuries away 


from all modern life,—a glimpse 
some buried Pompeii of the Middle A 


More impressive still was H y Wi 


when there were some rites unknown t 








other Roman Catholic countri Fr 
three days the creat cathedral vy ‘ 

ly veiled from without and darkened with- 
in,— every door closed, every window b- 
scured. Before this there had been y- 
enty candles lighting up the high altar and 
the eager faces: now these we ill ex- 
tinguished, and through the dark « ch 
came chanting a pro ession bearing fee 
ble candles and making a stran lap 
ping sound, with matracas, like watch- 
men’s rattles; men carried the syn | 
bier of Jesus in the midst, to its symbol 


: ’ ' 
cal rest beneath the altar, where the 


candles, representing the 
blazed above it. During the time of dark- 
ness there were frequent masses and ser- 
mons, while terrible transparencies of the 
Crucifixion were suddenly unrolled from 
the lofty pulpit, and the throng below 
wept in sympathy, and clapped 


cheeks 
flutter of 


in token of anguish, like the 


mm 
many doves. Then came the 


Hallelujah Saturday, when at noon the 
ended. It 


mourning was 


moment. The priests kneeled in go 


geous robes, chanting monotonously, wit! 





their foreheads upon the altar-steps; and 


the hushed multitude hung upon their 
lips. in concentrated ecstasy, waiting for 


x 


the coming jov. Suddenly burst the 
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Gloria in Evxcelsis. In an 


stant every door 


in- 


words, 
was flung open, every 


curtain withdrawn, the great church was 


bathed in meridian sunlight, the organ 


crashed out triumphant, the bells pealed, 


flowers were thrown from the galleries in 
profusion, friends embraced and ] 





each other, laughed, talked, and cried, 





a} . ‘ : 

and all the sea of gay head-dresses below 
' : ; 

was tremulous beneath a mist of unaccus- 

tomed splendor. And yet (this thought 

smote me) all the beautiful transforma- 

tion has come by s letting in the 





common 


light of day. Then why not 


keep it always? Clear away, Humanity, 





} 1 
these dark« nea windows, but clear away 


: 
also these darkening walls, and show us 


rion is the best! 


1 . ' 
that the simplest reli 


I cannot dwell upon the narrative of 




















( many walk » the Espalamarca, 
with its lonely telegraph-station : to the 
| 
surnt Mou } olored cliff 
to visit the f zed nuns who still ling 
in what wa 1 convent ;—to P. 
Pim, with Ital bea 
’ 
playing s esq ut I rn 
heneath ¢ ae 6] 
va 
P lod , 
tufa-ledges 1 ‘ the soft rock 
e honeyee ce hollows 
, 
I ec! 1 t ter edge, a tact 
undese? ex ed, said 
. ' 
Agassiz the lofty, lo 
Monte Gula solitary chapel 
| 
on the peak, a t< t whe! 
the sea1 to the D ney 
oranve-val » 1 fternoons 
to the beautiful M te ravine, whenever 
a sudden rain filled the cascades and set 
the wat nl ! e washerwomen all 
astir, and the long | k ran down it 
} + ‘ } 
of wl the waiting sea 
or to the we shores of the island, 
where we l Ariadnes, as we 
, ‘ 
watched departir gy home ound vessels 
from those cliffs whose wave-worn fiords 
and innumerable sea-birds make a Nor- 
way of Fava 


And I must als pass over still 


st 


oreater 
rms and ship- 
were they not writ- 


the New York Tribune” and 


superb 
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Branco, with the whole rural 
thronging to meet in enthusias 


the unwonted presence of the 





© tho Sandel: e] : +] 
Sell, the feudalism OF love 5; ind the ¢ 
‘ *) .3.° } } 1 
of the wild Caldeira, we climbing | 
. . . , : 
aiter height, leaving the valeys 


mottled with blue-rol ed 


women spre 


their white garments to dry in the su 




















the great Pico peeping above the « ] 
across the bay, and seem]! s if directh; 
above ou: he 1nd nodding to us ere j 
dre Ww bac k ag al t ot a l, ha 
wonderful ascension, by f us, of Pi 
itself, seven thousand feet from the leve 
of the sea, where we beg nt mod We 
camped half-way up, and watched the 
sunset over the lowe pt ikKSs of Faval wie 
kindled fires of faya-bushes the lonels 
mountain-sides, a beacon f the v A 
we sk pt in the loft of a littl le-shed 
with the calves below us e COW S 
as our Port iput la 
called then V wak next mort 
above the clouds, ‘w ( i 
vi level vap be 8, Ss 
Thoreau has 1, with 
1 +} ee 

below, yet lifted up to a ‘ 
Ww the clouds, s« 5 seem ]i 
Arctic scene, with | il t ¢ 1 wa 
Th n we cli ed thro s sl 
pastures and ove Treat s of | 

rowing steep and steepe we entere 
the crater at last, v l 

v h P Ss might ) ntol ore 
for it is neve I belie vy! emptt 
we climbed, in such a g of w tl 
the ruides would not fo W S 

ple-like central pi t I 

feet high; and there we r¢ hed, n 

to be forgotten, a small « ral 

the very summit, w e steam poured 
between the stones, ind, on, m 
central earthy depths of W ie! l 
came to us! There has n no 

from any portion of Pico for many ! 
but it is a voleano still, and we knew t 
we were standing on the narrow and 
dy summit of a chimney of 
That was a sensation indeed! 

We saw m anot! wild volcan 





i nt 
le 

eight 

= 

) Ww 

vill 
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pews 
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tour round the island of Fayal; but it was 
most startling, when, on the first morning, 


j 


as we passed from green valley to valley 


along the road, suddenly all verdure and 
life vanished, and we found ourselves rid- 
ing through a belt of white, coarse moss 
stretching from mountain to sea, cover- 
ing rock and wall and shed like snow or 
moonlight or mountain-laurel or any oth- 
er pale and glimmering thing; and when, 
after miles of ignorant wonder, we rode 
out of it into greenness again, and were 
told that we had crossed what the Portu- 
guese call a Misterio or Mystery, — the 
track of the last eruption. The moss was 
the first primeval coating of vegetation 
just clothing those lava-rocks again. 


But the time was coming when we 


must bid good-bye to picturesque Fayal. 
We had 


May ; it had been a winter of incessant 


been there from November to 


MIDSUMMER 


Very probably you never saw such a 
superb creature, —if that word, creature, 
does not endow her with too much life: 
a Semiramis, without the profligacy, — an 
Isis, without the worship, — a Sphinx, yes, 
a Sphinx, with her desert, who long ago 
despaired of having one come to read her 
riddle, strong, calm, patient perhaps. In 
this respect she seemed to own no redun- 
dant life, just enough to eke along exist- 
ence, — not living, but waiting. 

I say, all this would have been one’s im- 
pression ; and one’s impression would have 
been in orrect. 

I really cannot state her age ; and hav- 
ing attained to years of discretion, it is not 
of such « onsequence as it is often suppos- 
ed to be, 


whether one be twenty or six- 
ty. You would have been confident, that, 
living to count her hundreds, she would 
} 


only have bloomed with more immortal 


Midsummer 
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rains, and the first necessary of life had 
come to be a change of umbrellas; it had 
been colder than usual, making it a com- 
fort to look at our stove, though we never 
lighted it; but our invalids had gained by 
even this degree of mildness, by the whole- 
some salt dampness, by the comforts of 
our hotel with its respectable Portuguese 
landlord and English landlady, and by 
the great kindness shown us by all oth- 
ers. At last we had begun to feel that 
we had squeezed the orange of the Azores 
a little dry, and we were ready to go. 


And when, after three weeks of rough 
sailing in the good bark Azor, we 


Cape Ann again, although it looked some- 


saw 


what flat and prosaic after the headlands 
ot Fayal, yet we knew that behind those 
low shores lay all that our hearts held 
dearest, and all the noblest hopes of the 


family of man. 


AND MAY. 


freshness: but such a thought would not 


have occurred to you at all, if you had 


not already felt that she was no longer 
young, — she possessed so perfectly that 
certain self-reliance, self-understanding, 
aplomb, into which little folk crystallize 
at an early age, but which is not to be 
found with those whose identities are cast 
in a larger mould, until they have passed 
through periods of fuller experience. 
That Mrs. Laudersdale 
nical magnificent woman, I need not re- 


I wish I knew 


geous enough in sound and association for 


was the tech- 


iterate. some name gor- 
that given her at christening; but I don’t. 
It is my opinion that she was born Mrs. 
Laudersdale, that her coral-and-bell was 
marked Mrs 


name stands 


Laudersdale, and that her 
golden-lettered on the re- 
cording angel’s leaf simply as Mrs. Lau- 
dersdale. It is naturally to be inferred, 
then, that there was a Mr. Laudersdale. 


There was. 


Sut not by any means a per- 














on of consequence, you assume ? Why, 
; "some, — to one individual at least. 
Mrs. Laudersdale was so weak as to re- 


gard him with cor iplace ney: she loved — 


and. Let 
justice to Say that no one suspec ted her 


yf it. Of course, then, Mr. Roger Raleigh 


xdored her hus me have the 


to fall in love with her. 


had no business 
Well, — but 
At the ti 


ha l be ‘Ome son 











ng beauty " 
such apparet itt nce that she seem- 
i avout abandoning tit forever, she ho 
ger daz 1 with vent d combi- 
sions OF ¢ s and materials in dress 
She wor I y, at this epoch, 
CK l that supplied a her well- 
isserted cc s: andt very trail of 
her skirt wa e another woman’s, for 
t led and stled after her with a lift 
und motion owl ke a serpent. 
Her hair, of too 1 a black for gtoss or 
guster, Was v 1 with a nas- 
tium-\ lan e ed 
lor, a l 1 sed a char- 
ucte! I 1 the only ornaments 
} lad 








ela ite ly ute in workmanship. It 
s evident is a poet in costume, and 
ud at last acquired a manner. 
But thirtee irs FO sie apparelled 
elf 1 teen years ago 
vas that Mr. Roger Raleigh fell in love 
with her rT} s how it was 
Among tl y lakes 1 w Hamp- 
ire her ex me bDeauty, -—a 
ad, shadowy water, son miles in 
ngth, with s », tl y wooded banks, 
nd | ea 4 | red on its 
1 surface, an island fit for the Bower 
sliss. At o1 sp t aiong its shore was, 
and still is, an old country-house, formerly 
ised as a hotel, but whose customers, al- 
VS pleasure-s <ers from the neighbor- 
¢ towns, had n drawn away by the 
1ofar modern and satisfactory 
we ot ent 1inment at the other eX- 
t ty of the lake, and it had now been 
” many years clos here were no 
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dwellings of any kind in its vicinity, so 


that it reigned over a solitu 








dozen miles in every direction. Once in 
a while the visitors in the more pros- 
perous regions stretched their sails and 
skimmed along till they \ s white 
portiros and pi g) nN in ly 
among the trees; once in a while a be 


lated traveller tied his horse a 


and 





soug uttance » Vain, af 
empty house, of the shadows v 
have kept it. It was not pleasant 
so goodly a mansion fa * to 1 
want of fit occupancy, tru ’ sta 
the walls had grown a1 W ind 
time, the chimneys choked and the case- 
ments shrunken, a merry y o 
friends and fa lies, from gnothe tio! 
ol the country consolid ed I S . 
into a society for the pursu ) i I 
ented the old place put carpente! 

I 

and masons and clazi rs, a 1, when 
last tenants vacated the premises, took 
I ssion in state themselves. Car 
responsi y were not theirs e matt 
ana he st its il ) | i 
a 1¢ efs t} cr sumil T i we ‘ 
come and vo with them ; yous! 1 
Ww n B I is ‘ I n 5S CT 


dubbed. Mr. Laudersdale 


1 1 4 
nad re irl i 





that 





morning, and MW 
had not been met sine Now ibout 
hive ocio nh vhite robe float past 
the door, and she was en moving up 
and down the long piazza and ming 
a faint littl thena 
flock of you sinele 
fluttered th lows to 





join her ; and just then Mrs. Laudersdale 


steppe d down from the end of the 1 LZa 


and floated up the garden-path a 
the lake-s! 


the woods that skirted the 


stretched far back and away. Thusa 
} 


the 





doned, others turned tl 


to the expanse before and below them 
and one or two made their way down to 


r*ked 


single pair of oars, were 


the brink, unho a boat, ventured in, 


and, lifting the 
soon laboring gay 


h ivoc on tne Pp! we 





i 


a i 
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As Mrs. Laudersdale continued to walk, 
the path which she followed slowly de- 


scended to the pebbly rim, rich in open 
ia 


spaces, slopes of verdure just gilding in 


the declining sun, and coverts of cool, 
deep shadow. As she advanced leisure- 
ly, involved in pleasant fancy, something 
caught her eye, an unusual object, cer- 
tainly, lying in a duskier recess; she 
drew nearer and hung a moment above 

Some fallen statue among rank Ro- 
man growth, some marble semblance of 
a young god, overlaced with a vine and 
plunged in tall ferns and beaded grasses ? 
And she, bending there,—was it Diana 
and Endymion over again, Psyche and 
k ? Ah, no!—simply Mrs. Lauders- 
dale and Roger Raleigh. Only while one 


might have counted sixty did she linger 





to take the real beauty of the scene: the 
youth, adopted, as it were, to Nature’s 
heart by the clustering growth that sprang 
up rebounding under the careless weight 
that crushed it; an attitude of complete 
and unconscious grace,—one arm thrown 
out beneath the head, the other listlessly 
fallen down his side, while the hand still 
detained the straw hat; the profile, by no 
means classic, but in strong relief, the 
dark hair blowing in the gentle wind, the 
flush of sleep that went and came almost 


perce 





y with the breath, and the sun- 
beam that slanting round suddenly suf- 
fused the whole. “ Pretty boy!” thought 
Mrs. Laudersdale ; “ beautiful picture!” 
and she flitted on. But Roger Raleigh 
was not a boy, although sleep, that gives 
back to all stray glimpses of their primal 
nature, endowed him peculiarly with a 


look of childlike innocence unknown to 


his waking hours. 
Startled, perhaps, by the intruding step, 


for it was no light one, a squirrel leaped 
the bough to the grass, and, leaping, 
woke the sleeper. He himself, now un- 
perceived, saw a vision in return, —this 
woman, young and rare, this queenly, per- 
fect thing, floating on and vanishing among 
the trees Whence had she come, and 
who was she ? And hereupon he remem- 
bered the old Bawn and its occupants. 


Had she seen him ? Unlikely ; but yet, 
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unimportant as it was, it remained an in- 





teresting and open question in his mind 
Bringing down the hair so ruffled in the 
idle breeze, he crowded his hat over it 
with a determined air, half ran, half tum- 
bled, down the bank, sprang into his boat, 
and, shaking out a sail, went flirting over 


the lake as fast as the wind could cz 


— 





him. Leaving a long, straight, shining 
wake behind him, Mr. Roger Raleig! 
skimmed along the skin of ripples, and, in 
order to avoid a sound of shrill voices, 
skirted the angle of an island, and found 
himself deceived by the echo and in the 
midst of them. 

Mrs. McLean, Miss Helen Heath, and 
Miss Mary Purcell, who had embarked 
with a single pair of oars, were now ship- 
wrecked on the waters wide, as Helen 
said; for one of their means of progress, 
she declared, had been snatched by the 
roaring waves and was floating in the 
trough of the sea, just beyond their reach. 
None of the number being acquainted 
with the process of sculling, they con- 
sidered it imperative to secure the truant 
tool, unless they wished to perish floating 
about unseen; and having weighed the 
expediency of rigging Helen into a jury- 
mast, they were now using their endeav- 
ors to regain the oar,— Mary Purcell 
whirling them about like a maelstrom with 
the remaining one, and Mrs. McLean 
with her two hands grasping Helen’s gar- 


ments, while the latter half stood in the 
boat and half lay recumbent on the lake, 


tipping, slipping, dipping, till her head 





resembled a mermaid’s; while they all 


three filled the air with more exclaim, 
shrieking, and laughter than could hav: 
been effected by a large-lunged mol 

“ Bedlam let loose,” thought the intrud- 
er, “or all the Naiads up for a frolic ?” 
And as he shot by, a hush fell upon the 
noisy group,— Helen pausing and erecting 
herself from her ablutions, Mary’s franti 


efforts sending them as a broadside upon 


the Arrow and nearly capsizing it, and 
Mrs. McLean, ceasing merriment, staring 


from both her eyes, and saying nothing 


Mr. Raleigh seized the oar in passing, 


and directly afterward had placed it in 

















eiving it witha pro- 
fusion of thanks, sh eated herself and 
nt to its us But, looking back in a 
few 
+] 
a yard’s distance. He had no inclination 
for gallant ir, | eyes and thoughts 
were full of his lat vision in the woods, 


o reach home and dream; but 


in a moment he was again beside them, 








had taken their painter a bow and 
an easy senten but neither with em- 
t 1 | htened color, and, 

inging his c¢ e, was lending them a 

1 1 of t A s swiftness in flicht 
vards tl Bawn It seemed if the 
ld place sent its osts out to him this 
noon Bri ring them <« lose upon the 

flat landing-rock, and ho king the painter 


his hat, and 


rh!” cried Mrs. 


‘come back!” 


Obeyi: g her with an air of puzzle l 
remoniously 


“ld waa it liat beside ] 











“ A ly Sir!” said she, 
extending } How long 
\ ly Cousin Kate to 
: 
here, and ) spare her an 
9 
Upon my iid her cousin, 
ending very lo er the hands, “I but 
: 
this moment | i | presence in my 
el vorho 
Ah. Sir! ha eco; 
¢ ‘ l | n f VAX 
1 to 1 ter ivs ” 
is true such a note lies on my table 
tl mon i is still sealed with 
’ 
<y-blue wax 


nquency 
And Ss | l id 
Ten tl 1 pardons! Shall I go 
h me and ré And her with th 
saucy indifference of his face became evi- 
dent, as he raised it 
“No. Bu t the w to ea 
lady’s communications? Fie, for a gal- 





j Wie Is tmmer 


and May. 
lant! I must take you in hand. These 
are your New Hampshire customs ? 


“*Q Kate nice cust¢ 





Kk 


“So I’ve i was 


heard, when curtsving 
in fashion; but that is out of date, toveth- 
er with a good many other nice things, 
—cearing for 

Why don’t 


and aunts 


“ How 


. . oO « 
one’s friends, for instance. 
you ask how all your uncles 


are, Sir?” 


are all my uncles and aunts, 

Miss — 
“ Oh, don’t you know I thought you 
didn’t. There’s another billet, inclosing 


a bit of past board, lying on your table 
Don’t 


now unopened too, I'll warrant. 


you read any of your letters ?” 
* Alphabetical or epistolary ?” 


“ Answer prope rlv, yes or no. 
“ No.” 
“Why?” 


“ | know no one that has authority to 





write to me, as half a reason.” 
Thank you, for one, Sir. And what 
becomes of your Uncle Reuben ?” 
inc lu led in the cate cory ” 
“ 1 you’re not aware that I’ve 


changed my estate? You don’t know 
my name now, do you ? 
* Bor Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst, 
But Kate, pret t Kate in Christe 


‘iN ymsense ! What in 


Just the same as ever 


plains itself. Here comes a recent prop- 
erty unto m«¢ ppertaining. McLean! 


My husband, Mr. « 
cousin, Mr. Roger 
The 


John McLean,— my 
Raleigh.” 


new-comer was one of those “ ster- 


ling men” always to be relied on, gener- 
ally to be respected, and safely and ap 
propriately leading society and subscrip- 


tion-lists. He was not very imaginative, 


and he understood at a glance as mucl 
of the other as he ever would unde 
stand And the other, feeli instantly 





that only coin of the stamp would 


pass current he re, turned his own coun- 


ter royal side up, and met his host with 


genuine cordiality. Shortly afterward, 
Mrs. McLean withdrew for an improve- 
ment in her toilet, and soon returning, 


je 
hy 





found them comparing notes as to the 
condition of the country, tender bonds 
of the Union, and relative merits of rival 
candidates, for all which neither of them 
cared a straw. 

“ How do you find me, Sir?” she asked 
of her cousin. 

“ Radiant, rosy, and rarely arrayed.” 

“1 see that your affections are to be 
won, and I proceed accordingly, by mak- 
ing myself charming, in the first place. 
And now, will you be cheered, but not 
inebriated, here under the trees, in com- 
pany with dainty cheese-cakes compound- 
ed by these hands, and jelly of Helen 
Heath’s moulding, and automatic trifles 
that caught an ordaining glimpse of Mrs. 
Laudersdale’s eye and rushed madly to- 
gether to become almond-pasty ?” 

“ With a method in their madness, I 
hope.” 

“ Yes, all the almonds not on one side.” 


1] 


“In company with cheese-cakes, jelly, 





and pasty, simply,—I should have claret 
and crackers at home, Capua willing. 
Will it pay?” 

“ You shall have Port here, when Mrs. 
Laudersd ile comes “~ 

“Not old enough to be crusty yet, 
Kate,” said her husband. 

“ Very good, for you, John !” 

“ Mrs. Laudersdale is your housekeep- 
er?” asked her cousin. 

“Mrs. Laudersdale? That is rich! 


3ut I should never dare to tell her. Our 






housekeeper? Ourcynosure! She is our 
argent-lidded Persian Girl, — our serene, 


imperial Eleanore ; — 


The Samian Here rises, and she speaks 

A Memnon smitten with the morning sun.’ ”’ 

“ Oh, indeed! And this is a conven- 
ticle of young matrimonial victims to 
practise cookery in seclusion, upon which 
I have blundered ?” 

“If the fancy pleases you, yes. There 
they are.” 

And hereon followed a series of neces- 
sary introductions. 

Mr. Roger Raleigh sat with both arms 
leaning on the table before him, and won- 
dering which of the ladies, half whose 
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names he had not heard, was the Samian 
Here,—if any of them was,—and if,—and 
if, —— and here Mr. Roger Ra 

} 1. } 


flections went wandering back to the lake- 





side path and its vision. Not inopportune- 
ly at this moment, a white garment, which, 
it is unnecessary to say, he had long ago 
seen advancing, fluttered down the oppo- 
site path, and she herself approached. 

“Ah! Al fresco?” said the pleasant- 
est voice in the world. 

“ And isn’t it charming?” asked Mrs. 
McLean. “ Imagine us with tables spread 
outside the door in Fifth Avenue, in Chest- 
nut Street, or on the Common!” 

“Even then the arabesque would be 
wanting,” said she, trailing a long branch 
of the wild grape-vine, with its pale and 
delicately fragrant blooms, along the snowy 
board. “ Are the cheese-cakes a success, 
Mrs. McLean? I didn’t dine, and am 
famished. —I see that you have at last 
heard from your cousin,” she added, in 
an undertone. 

“Yes; let me pre Roger!” 

Quickly frustrating any such presenta- 


tion, Mr. Roger Raleigh half turned, and, 





bowing, said, 
“T believe I have had the pleasure of 
meeting Mrs. Laudersdale before. 
Her haughtiness would have frozen 
any one else. She bent with the least 


possible 


l 
stump that immediately became a throne. 


nclination, and sat down upon a 


He resumed his former position, and drum- 
med lightly on the table, while waiting to 
be served. In less complete repose than 
she had previously seen him, Mrs. Lau 
dersdale now examined anew the indi- 
vidual before her. 

Not by any means tall she found him, 
but having the square shoulders and broad 
chest which give, in so much greater a de- 
gree than mere height, an impression of 
strength,—a frame agile and compact, with 
that easy carriage of the head and that 
rapid movement so deceptively increas- 
ing the stature. The face, too, was proba- 
bly what, if not informed by a singularly 
clean and fine soul, would, in the lapse 


of years, become gross,—the skin of a 


clear olive, which had slightly flushed as 
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: , , 
he addressed herself, but not when speak- 

* to other strangers ke pt be al lless, 
and rather 1are in contour; the mouth 


small, but keenly cut, like marble, 
and al 


if the lig 





ways quiver 
’ i at 


betore he spoke ,» as 


is thought ran thither 











naturally to seek taneous expression ; 
teeth white; chin cleft; nose of the un- 
classified ord long, the curve 
yposite to aquilir and saved from 
harpness by strils that dilated with a 
pulse of their own, as those of very proud 
and sensitive people ar ipt to do; a wide, 
low ehead crowned with dark hair, long 
and fine he \ ws that ove rhung 
eep é | hazel. but en- 
dowed by s v with a power that no 
€ of gypsy- ACK ver sw iyed ior { 
instant. His whole countenance remind- 
ed you of nothing h as of the young 
heroes of the I 1 Revolution, for whom 
irregular fea s is »w cheeks were 
ransmuted ) t and singular 
beauty lt 1 ped air, and 
with all its Ss a mas! H 
very sel mi ed s, and his pa 
lor, tl ( e of the golder 
touch é V as dazzling as Mrs. 
Laudersdak wr 
Mrs. Laudersdale scarcely observed 
felt; and | she saw nothin 
t the genera es 1 of what I have 
n telling you 
“ Tea, Ro ked Mrs. McLean. 
“ Green, I tl k you, and strong.” 
Rising to re he continued his 
ywurse till it natura J brought him be- 


* A “1 
using delibe r- 





rent tonic, 


) look at you?” she asked, in reply ; for 
urio ty is a l 

Phen you stay and look at me? 
That is exactly it I wished jo KnOV 


* re sponded Mrs. 


} 


annot tell 


how 
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“I saw you as Virgil saw his mother, 
} 


~I mean A.neas,— as the goddesses 
always known, you remember, it 


1 dep 


audersdale felt a weight on her 


lids beneath his glance, and rose to ap- 
proac h the table. 





“ Allow me,” said Mr. Raleigh, taking 
her plate and bringing it back direct 





ith a wafery slice 


ing tumulus of jelly. 


Mrs. Laudersdale laughed, though per- 


h aps scarce ly please d with 
‘How did know 


Vell £ s 





you 


he askKe d. 





“ Since they are not mine,” h 





*“ Of course you eat jelly, because it is1 
trouble; you choose your bread t . 
t] same reason eV y 1 Ww lil 
i @iass ol tl it s ive ch ere l | - 





‘ve no doubt you would lik have 
me sweeten it,” said he, offering it t 
her; “but I will not humor such ascetic 
tendencies. I never app! yved of flavel 
lation.” 

And as he spoke, he was gone t 


ak ground for a flirtat 


Helen He ath 


those vay, not-to-be-] 


appeared 


1 1 ’ 
1eart-broken GCamsel 


o! th s dan rerou 


who can drink forever 
and 


symptoms of intoxication. 


exhilarating cup without sl 





ion with Helen 


iOoOWINnE 


men 


who have nothing worse to do with their 
time gravitate natur: and unaware 
toward them for amusement, and sp 


the thread till 


hout 


out 





wit expectation, 


without regret, without occasion for re¢ 

morse. Mr. Raleigh could not have been 
more unfortunate than he was in meeting 
her, since it gave him reason and xcuse 
henceforth for visiting the Bawn at all 


rhe table ] 


was at iast 


removed, th 





a 


} 
t 


— 


SS ae 


ae 
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dew began to fall, Mrs. Laudersdale 
shivered and withdrew toward the house. 

“ Incessu patet dea,” Mr. Raleigh re- 
membered. 

Somewhat later, he started from his 
seat, bade them all good-night, ran gayly 
down the bank, and shoved off from shore. 
And shortly after, Mrs. Laudersdale, look- 
ing from her window, saw, for an instant, 
a single fire-fly hovering over the dark 
lake. It was Mr. Roger Raleigh’s distant 
lantern, as, stretched at ease, he turned 
the slow leaves of a Froissart, and suffered 
the Arrow to drift as it would across the 
night. 

The next morning Mrs. Laudersdale 
descended, as usual, to the breakfast-ta- 
ble, at an hour when all the rest had con- 
cluded their repast. Miss Helen Heath 
: 


alone remained, trifling with the tea-cups, 
and singing little exercises. 

“Quite an acquisition, Mrs. Lauders- 
] '” 


} : 1 
dale!” said she. 


“ What ?” said the other, lar cuidly, 
leaning one arm on the table and look- 
ing about for any appetizing edible. 
“ What is an a n : 

“You mean who. Mr. Raleigh, of 


course. But isn’t it the queerest thin 





in the world, up here in this savage dis- 
trict, to light upon a gentleman ?” 

“Ts this a savage district? And is 
Mr. Raleigh a gentleman ?” 

“Is he? I never saw his match.” 

“ Nor I.” 

“ What! don’t you find him so? a 
thorough gentleman ?’ 

“ 1 don’t know what a thoro igh gentie- 


man is, I dare say,” assented Mrs. Lau- 


dersdale, indifferently, with no spirit for 


repartee, breaking an egg al d ] utting 
it down, crumbling a roll, and finally at- 
tacking a biscuit, but gradually raising 
the siege, yawning, and leaning back in 
her chair. 


“ You poor thine !” said Helen. “ You 


are starving to death. What shall I vet 


for you? I have influence in the kitch- 


ens. Does marmalade, to spread your 


muffins, present any attractions? or shall 
I beg for rusks? or what do you say t 
doughnuts ? there are doughnuts in this 


ug 
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closet; crullers and milk are nice for 
breakfast.” 

And in a few minutes Helen had rifled 
a shelf of sufficient temptations to over- 
come Mrs. Laudersdale’s abstinenc« 

“ After all,” said she then, “ you didn’t 
answer my question.” 

“ What que stion ?” 

“If it weren’t odd to meet Mr. Ra- 
leigh here.” 

*“]T don’t know,” said Mrs. Lauders- 
dale. 

“ Dear! Mary Purcell takes as n 
interest. She said he was impertinent, 


made her talk too much, and mad 


of her.” 
“ Very likely.” 


“ You are as aggravating as he! If 











you had any 7 to do ex ept to look 
divinely, we’d quarrel I thought I had 
a nice bi entertainir vs for \ 

“Ts that your trouble I sl | 

! you with it long Pray, 

tell it 

“ Will el rtain you 

“It won't er 

* ] don’t know that I w ( l I wl 
terms Hy ver, | must talk Vv 
then. Ihave not been drea o i 
light t up r my oppor 
tunities. Partly lf, and part 
from Kate, and partly from the mati 
here, I have made the following discover 


ies. Mr. Roger Raleigh has left som 
very gay cities, and crossed some paral- 
lels of latitude, to exile himself in th 

wilderness of ice and snow, — that’s wh 
you and I vote it, whether the trees a 

green and the sun shines, or not; and I 
don’t see what bewitched mother to adop 
i as coming here 
that is, Mr. Rak 


to join my ends, has lived here for fiv 





years; amd as he came when he was 
twenty, he is consequently about my 
now, —I shouldn’t wonder if a trifle old- 
er than you. He came here because an 
imme nse estate was beq it athe d him I 
the condition that he should ocx Ip) this 
corner of it during one-half of eve y yea! 


from his twenty-first to his thirty-first 


He has chosen to occupy it during the 














L860. 
entire year, 
to have a ittiie 


ing. Some 


tinh 
— he 
} 


never 


manner of out-of-the-way dodges, 


times these friends, ¢ 


sic-maste rs, I 


fencers, b« 








nunnir 


was at 


movi 


Xers, 
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1¢ down now and then 
music or see a little paint- 
es a parcel of his friends, 


] 
leg 





co hasn’t any 


chums, and has educated himself by all 


some- 


dd Spe ( imens, old mu- 


ing artists, seedy tutors, 
h inters, clowns, 


aown tovethe r, and then the neighbo ~ 
hood rings with this precious covey: the 
rest of the ye may-be, he don’t see an 
ndividual. One result this isolation 1s 
hat freaks w 1 would be very strang 
St ules in « I e with him ar 
re ( ) $ Sometimes he vores 
er to } il i ms rm ll 
<€ a lost s o r its ly ; se e- 
times he goes ed miles or tw 
ikes a g l s the mountains 
und, ex s at such : 
M hasn’t Ss ns e he I 
Tha i ~ i M Ss. Laude 
lale. 
“Yes. B k what a lif 
“ He y didn’t | , 
re] iM I , to w i t 
words } s conveyed not 
i it is i 
I don He has an uncle, of 
whom he is 1d, in India,” contin- 
1 Hele inate kind of 
lan, with whom ‘ ng goes wrol 
i who is yr fevers and 
I ( V eM Rak ch has started to 
vo and ta t f ind lose t 
vhole es y eans. He nds 
endow a é ind-by, when 
e thing is a lisposal Phis uncle 
when he was an or- 





sn thought 
nicely out of 
It will be nuts, if 
w’s prop | 
i 5s, tha 
here’s no a 

- 
Vilis pa ot 





Jes- 
and Miss Kent 


imstances, at a 


y over him, and 

lt ip her property 

' > 

LR n Raleigh’s way 
e ever accepts his neph- 
s Che best of it 
eaks the condition, — 
ting the caprices of 
it goes to a needy insti- 


of it inalenably to Mrs. 


saw Mr. Raleigh standi 
the uo WW and Ss ‘ 
we bu FoOoUud-lmn G 
while Helen began sear 
of the i ps, 1 
much of he re i I l 
‘ LI 
Tu cups, | 
lt ” lates L to ne l 
no ¢ a ¢ | i 
ect 
So enore Mrs. | 
Ne you Ww 
he 4 if she h _» 
have tl l Ing paper 
that lady, who, receiv 
folded l unced ove! 


I 
! 


a moment since I 


t 


“Ts an institution, too.” 


“Who is 
that a pretty 
“ Very,” said 
listened 
* But, Helen, 
go on and prosper.” 


“ Why, my dear child! 


not 


heer 


Ing 


you'll 


here eve ry day now: al 





d do 


I'm vol r to flirt Wilh any 





ehind 


her,” 
ls GlbDOW. 
“ Ah, Kate! are 


he town.’ 





“ But I didn’t expect you before the 


To pass the day, and find you al 


reakfast-table not cleared 


sent and the 


“My dear Roger, we have not quite 
taken our habits yet. As soon as the 
country-air shall have wakened and made 


over Helen and Mrs. Laudersdale, you 


find us ready for company at day- 


“ What a passion for ‘company’! I 


. er ea 
be surprised some day to re- 


cel eards for your de ith-bed.” 
“Friends and relatives invited to at- 
tend No, Roger, you mustn’t be naugh- 
ty. You shall receive cards for my din- 
ner-party before we go, if you won’t come 


without ; for we have innumerable friends 


‘Happy woman !’ 
“What's that? A newspaper? <A 
newspaper! How McLean will chuckle!” 
And she seized the sheet which Mrs. Lau- 


dersda ud abandoned in sweeping from 


‘Is there a Mr. Laudersdale ? Where 
is he ?” asked Mr. Raleigh, as he leaned 


agall e window. 


“ Who ?” asked his cousin, deep in a 


paragraph 
‘Mr. Laudersdale. Where is he ?” 
* Oh ween his four planks, I sup- 
pose,” she replied, thinking of the Sound- 
boat’s | h, which probably contained 


the gentleman designated. 
“ Between his four planks,” repeated 
Mr. Raleigh, in a musing tone, entirely 





misinterpreting her, and to this little ac- 
cident owing nearly thirteen years’ un- 
happiness. 


“She must have married early,” he 
continued. 

“ Oh, fabulously early,” replied Mrs, 
McLean, between the lines she read. 
‘She is Creole, I believe. She is per- 
fect. ‘The women are as infatuated about 
her as the men. Here’s Helen Heath 


been dawdl round the table all the 





morning for the sake of chatting to her 


while she breakfasts. I don’t know why, 


I’m sure ; the woman’s charming, but she’s 


Mi Is ummer 


and May. | Nove mix r. 


too lazy even to talk. McLean 





other flurry in France. 

And after shaking hands with Mr. Ra- 
leigh, that worthy seized the proffered 
paper and vanished behind it, leaving to 
his wife the entertainment of her cous 


in, which duty she seemed by no means 


in haste to assume, preferring to remain 


and vex her husband with a thousand 
little teasing arts. Meanwhile Mr. Ra- 


leigh proceeded to take that office upon 


himself, by crossing the hall, exploring the 
2 I 


parlors, examining the manuscript com- 
monplace-books, and finally by sketching 
leaf of his poe ket-book Mrs. Lau- 


dersdale, at the other end of 


On a 


the pi iZZa 
} 


half-swinging in the vines through which 
1 road sunl Cains pours d, whi e Hk len 
Heath was singing and several other la- 
dies were busying themselves with books 


and needle-work in her vicinity.” 


“ Ah, Mr. Raleigh!” said Helen Hea 


as he put up the pocket-book and drew 
near,— “ Mrs. Laude rsdale and I have 


i en won 


ring how you amuse your- 
self up here ; and I make my discovery. 
You study animated nature; that is to 
say, you draw Mrs. Laudersdale and 
me.” d 

“ Mistaken, Miss Helen. 
Mrs. Laud 


; + ] ; y 
animated nature { 





lale ; and do you call that 





“T wish you would draw Mrs. Lauders- 
dale out.” 

At this point Mrs. Laudersdale fe// out ; 
but, without otherwise stirring from his 
position than by moving an apparently 
careless arm, Mr. Raleigh caught and re- 
stored her to her balance, as lightly as if 
he had brushed a floating gossamer from 
the air to his finger. For the first time, 
perhaps, in her life, a carnation blossom- 
ed an instant in her cheek, then all was 


as bel yre, — only two of the party felt 
on that instant that in some mysterious 
manner their relations with each othe r 
were ¢ ntirely ch unged. 

“ But what is it that you do with your- 
self?” persisted Helen. « Tell us, that 
we may do likewise.” 


“ Will you come and see ?” he asked,— 


his eyes, however, on Mrs. Laudersdale. 
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“ Will you come in away from the lake 


to the brooks, and hang among the al- 
ders and angle, dreaming, all day long 


Or will you rise at dead of night and go 
out on the lak 


with me and watch field 
after field of white lilies flash open as the 
Or 


will you lie during still noons up among 


sun touches them with his spear ? 


the farmers’ fields where myriad bandrol 
corn-poppies flaunt over your head, and 


tain your finger- 





tips with the red berries 
that hang like globes of light in the pal- 


gardens of mites and midges, soaking 





os , , 
yourself in hot sunshine and south-winds 


th-scents 








and heavy 1rol l eart 
“ Come!” said Mrs. Laudersdale, ris- 
ing earnestly, like one in an eager dream. 
“It is pl it you are in training 
for a poet,” said Hi Heath, laughing, 


1 
when 


will you 





take us? Ar 1e lilies in bloom? Shall 
we co t& oO Ww I r ¢ 

I don’t know that I shall take you at 
all, Miss Helen river-lilies might suit 








} } 

you best bu ju ns Of the iakes, 
the creat, ilm Dp ies, creatures oO! 
qu and whit radiance, — I have seen 

] , } 1 that x] neh of 
only one head that possessed enough I 
the genuine East-Indian repose to be 
crowned with them.” 





.” said Mrs. Lauders- 


lif } ] ] 
lie that devel- 
} , 1 ] 1 
thi t é tself 1 has 


no need ol t R pose 1s 1 herent 

“* Goodn excla 1 Helen. “ Ar- 
ticle fi d nary,— encyclo- 
I a, I sh 1 say You worship, but 
you don’t : 1 l, for you look 


mM adsumimer 





woman of the numerous 


pa y haa 
she hitherto condescended to lift an un- 
wonted eyelid ; what the y w yuld have 
in a straw- 


said to have seen he1 plung d 
berry-bed, gathering handfuls and rain- 


ing them drop by drop into He'en Heath's 











mouth, to silence her while she herself 
might talk,—her own fingers ti} | l with 
more sanguine shade than their native 
rose, her eyes full of the noon spar 
and her lips parted with ohte we 
I 

cannot say Roger ale oh torgo oO 
move to speak, to think, as he w itched 
her. But in the midst of this brilliant 
and novel gayety oi hers, tl é was still 
a dignity to make one feel that she had 
by no means abandoned her regal pur- 
ple, but met adorned with profus 
g len flo hes 

At dinnez it day, Helen begged t 
know if there were not a great many 
routes the vicinity practicable only o1 
horseback, and thought she had tained 
her end when Mr. Raleigh put his hors- 
r ind his escort at the ervice ¢ her- 
self and Mrs. Laudersdale during thei 

During our s ay !” said Mrs. Lau- 

dersda “ That reminds me that we 
‘ t » away |” 

“ Pleasantly, certainly. When snows 











fall and storms pipe, the Bawn i 
house,” said he 

After noor nder of the day 
was interspersed with light thunder-show- 
ers, rendering tea on the grass again im- 
pe ible they passt 1 th t ng cups, 
therefore is tl y s on the piazza cur- 
tained with dripping woodbine. The 


drops in the sunset lieht, a 
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made the shore again, assisted her out, 
and shot impatiently away alone. The 
waters shone like white fire in the wake 
he cut, great shadows fell through them 
where island and wood intercepted the 
broad ascending light, and Mrs. Lauders- 
dale’s gay laugh rung across them as the 
space grew,—a sweet, rich laugh, that 
all the spirits of the depths caught and 
played with like a rare beam that tran- 
siently illumined their shadowy, silent 
haunts. 

The next day, and the next, and so for 
a fortnight, Mr. Roger Raleigh present- 
ed himself with the breakfast-urn at the 
Bawn, tarried during sunshine, slipped 
home by starlight across the lake. Ev- 
ery day Mrs. Laudersdale was more bril- 
liant, and flashed with a cheery merri- 
nent like harmless summer-lightnings. 
One night, as he pushed away from the 
bank, he said,— 

* Au revoir for five hours.” 

“ For five hours ?” said Mrs. Lauders- 
dale. 

“ For five hours.” 


“ At half-past three in the ni 


ht?” 
“In the morning.” 


“ And what brings you here at dead of 





*“ The lilies and the dawn.” 

“Indeed! And whom do you expect 
to find ?” 

“ You and Miss Helen.” 

“ Well, summer and freedom are here ; 
I am ready for all fates, all deeds of val- 


or, vigils among the rest. We will await 





you at half-past three in the morning. 
Helen, we must sleep at high-pressure, 


‘an on the 


soundly, crowding all we 
square inch of time. Au revoir.” 

A shadow stood on the piazza, in the 
semi-darkness, at the appointed hour ; two 
other shadows flitted forward to meet it, 
and silently down the bank, into the boat, 
and out upon the lonely glimmering reach- 
es of the water. Nobody spoke ; the mid- 
night capture of no fort was ever effected 
with more phantom-like noiselessness than 
now went to surprise the Vestals of the 


Lake ; only as two hands touched for an 


instant, a strange thrill, like fire, quivered 
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through each and tore them apart more 
swiftly than two winds might cross each 
other’s course. Helen Heath was drowsy 
and half-nodding in the bow, nodding 
with the more ease that it was still so dark 
and that Mr. Raleigh’s back was toward 
her. Mrs. Laudersdale reclined in the 
stern. Mr. Raleigh once in a while sent 
them far along with a strong stroke, then 
only an occasional plash broke the charm 
of perfect stillness. Ever and anon th« y 
passed under the lee of some island, and 
the heavy air grew full of idle night-sweet- 
ness; the waning moon with all its sad 
and alien power hung low,—dun, malign, 
and distant, a coppery blotch on the rich 
darkness of heaven. They floated slowly, 
still; now and then she dipped a hand in- 
to the cool current; now and then he drew 
in his oars, and, bending forward, dipped 
his hand with hers. The stars retreated 
in a pallid veil that dimmed their beams, 
faint lights streamed up the sky, — the 
dark yet clear and delicious. They paus- 
ed motionless in the shelter of a steep 
rock; over them a wild vine hung and 
swayed its long wreaths in the water, a 
sweet-brier starred with fragrant sleeping 
buds climbed and twisted, and tufts of 
ribbon-grass fell forward and streamed 


in the indolent ripple ; beneath them the 
lake, lucid as some dark crystal, sheeted 
with olive transparence a bottom of yel- 
low sand; here a bream poised on slowly 
waving fins, as if dreaming of motion, or 
a per h flashed its red fin from one hol- 
low to another. The shadow lifted a de- 
gree, the eye penetrated to farther re- 
gions ; a bird piped warily, then freel) 
a second and a third answered, a fourth 
took up the tale, blue-jay and thrush, cat- 
bird and bobolink ; wings began to dart 
about them, the world to rustle overhead, 
near and far the dark prime grew instinct 
with sound, the shores and heavens blew 
out gales of melody, the air broke up in 
music. He lifted his oars silently; she 
caught the sweet-brier, and, lightly shak- 
ing it, a rain of dew-drops dashed with 
deepest perfume sprinkled them; they 
moved on. A thin mist breathed from 
the lake, steamed round the boat, and 
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Midsumme r 


‘rlet upon the water; 
rang up and blew it in 
lifted, and torn, 
All the air 


sky opaline, the water 


sight. 





was pearly, the 


now crisply emblazoned with a dark and 
1 3 ] 
jewelry, 


spiendiad 
i 


- the paved-work of a 


: —_ . 
sapphire ; a rosy fleece sailed across their 
heads, some furnace glowed in the east 


behind the trees, lone beams fell re splen- 
beside vast shad- 


dently through and lay 


ows, the t 


giant firs stood black and intense 


against a red and risen 


sun; they trailed 
with one oar through a pad of buds all- 


unaware of change, stole from the over- 


hangi thickets through a high-walled 





pass, where, on the open lake, the broad, 
silent, yellow licht crept from bloom to 
bioom and awoke them with a touch. 
How perfectly they put off sleep! with 


what a queenly calm displayed their spot- 
less snow, their priceless gold, and shed 








abroad their matchless scent! He twined 
his finger round a slippery serpent-stem, 
turned the crimson underside of the float- 
ng pavilion, and brought up @ waxen 
wonder I 1 its throne to hi ng like a star 
Im the wk braids on | templ An 
hour’s sting among the n 
this h atmosphere of another world 
and with a loaded ut they turned to 
sho wain 

‘ Smothered in sweets!” exclaimed Mr. 
Rak oh, s he sprar ge out, and woke Hel- 
en Heath, where, slipped down upon the 
floor ol the oat, he head fallen on her 
arms, she had lain half-asleep. They 
were I l 3 5s ken during the 
morning, and in such situations silence is 


When the rest of the f 


amily descend- 


ed to Db ikias they found the pictures 
framed in wreaths of lilies, great floats of 
them in hall and r, and the table 





with coiled 


laden with flat d 
l, a white, magnificent 
me. Mr. Raleigh still lingered, and, 


Helen 


busied 


stems the 
thr 
thr 


while Mrs. Laudersdale 


lets, had 


and re- 


newed their to himself 





in weaving a crown of these and another 
of poppy leaves, hanging one on Mrs. 
Laudersdale’s head, as she entered re- 


and May. 55k 


freshed, snowy, and fragrant herself, and 





the sk e} giving things on Helen’s,— the 
latter avenging herself by surveying her 
companion’s adornment, and, as she ad- 
justed the bloom-gray leaves of her own, 
inquiring if olives grew pickled. 

Nothing could be more airy and blithe 
than were Mrs. Laudersdale’s spirits all 
that morning,— bubbles dancing on a 
brook, nor foam-sparkle of rosy Cham- 
She related their adventures with 


raphic swiftness, and improvised 


pagne. 

g dan- 

gers and escapes with such a reckless dis- 
that Mr. Raleigh 


of truth 
forced to come to the rescue with more 


regard was 


startling improbabilities than they would 
have encountered in the Enchanted For- 
est. 

The red dawn brought its rain, and 
before they rose from table the sunshine 
withdrew and large drops began to pat- 


ter in @ od earnest. Mr. Raleigh, who 
had generally suffered others to entertain 


as Mrs. McLean ushered 


into the se 


him, now, the 


whole company wing -room, 
seemed spurred by gayety and bri 





and to bring into employ all those secrets 
through he had ever annihilated 


which 
For a while devoting himself to 
} ‘ 


the elder dames, he won the heart of 


time. 
one 
by a laborious invention of a million vari- 
colored angles to a square barley-corn of 
Mrs. McLean’s 
inextricable labyrinth 


avored to afford her some 


worsted - work, involved 
} 


crocheting in an 
as he end re- 


juis hological assistance, and turn- 


‘ 
i 
ed with three strokes a very absurd draw- 





com 


ing of Mrs. Laudersdale’s into a splendid 


mself thus 


to 
e; went 
with all necessary gravity through a se- 
ries of complicate dane ing-steps with Miss 
Heath; begged Miss Purcell, 

, 1 


longing to ery over her novel, to all 


caricature. Having made hi 


generally useful, he now proceeded 


make himself generally agreeabl 


who was 
ow 
him to read for her, since he saw that 


she was trying her eyes, and therewith 
made fiasco of a page of delicious dolor; 
- 


ird, 


and being ch illenged to chess by a th 
declared that was child’s pl \y, and domi- 
noes was the game for science,—whereon, 


having seated a circle at that absorbing 





} 
& 


Ee ate 
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sport, he deserted for a meerschaum and 
the gentlemen, and in company with Cap- 
tain Purcell, Mr. McLean, and the rest, 
rolled up from the hall below wreaths 
of smoke, bursts of laughter, and finally 
chimes of those concordant voices with 
which gentlemen talk politics, and, even 
when agreeing infamously, become vo- 
ciferant and high-colored. 

It was after lunch that Mrs. Lauders- 
dale, having grown weary of the needle- 
women’s thread of discourse, left the sew- 
ing-room and proceeded toward her own 
apartment. Just as she crossed the head 
of the staircase, the hall-door was flung 
open, admitting a gleeful blast of the 
boisterous gale, and an object that, puf- 
fing and blowing like a sad-hued dolphin, 
and shaking like a Newfoundland, ap- 
peared at first to be the famous South- 
West Wind, Esq., in proper person,— 
whose once sumptuous array clung to his 
form, and whose face and hands, shining 
as coal, rolled off the rain like a bronze. 

“ Bless my heart, Capua!” cried Mr. 
Raleigh, removing the stem from his lips ; 
* how came you here ?” 

“ Lors, Massa, it’s only me,” said Cap- 
ua 

“So I see,” replied his master, restor- 
ing the pipe to its former position. “ How 
did you come ¢ - 

“’Bout swimmed, I ’spect,” answered 


] 


Capua, grounding a chuckle on a reef of 


” 


ivory. “’Ta’n’t no fish-story, dat ! 

“ Well, what brings you ?” 

“Naughty Nan,—she hadn’t been 
out ” —— 

“Do you mean to say, you rascal! 
that you’ve taken Nan out on such a 
day ? and round the lake, too, P’ll war- 
rant?” asked Mr. Raleigh, with some 
excitement. 

“ Jes’ dat; an’ round de lake, ob 
course; we couldn’ come acrost.” 

“ You’ve ruined her, then ”—— 

“ Bress you, Massa, she won’t ketch no 
cold,— she ! Smokes like a beaver now; 
came like streak o’ lightnin’.” 

“You may as well swim her back, — 
and where we can all see the sport, 


” 


toc 
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“ But ”—— 

“ No buts about it, Capua,” insisted his 
master, with mock gravity, the stem be- 
tween his teeth. 

“’Spect I’d better rub her 


I’se here, an’ wait’ll it holds up a bit, 


lown, now 


Mass’ Roger?” urged Capua, coaxing- 
ly. 

“Do as you're bid!” ejaculated his 
master; which, evidently, from long hab- 
it, meant, Do as you please. 

Mrs. Laudersdale and Helen Heath 
had crept down the stairs during this 
dialogue, and now stood interested spec- 
tators of the scene. Mrs. McLean came 
running down behind them. 

“ Forgotten me, Capua ?” said she. 

- Lors, Miss Kate!” he repli 


ing his foot and pulling off his hat,—* Cap 





never f’gets his friends, though you've 
growed, How d’ye do, Miss Kate ?” 

“ Nicely, thank you. And how’s your 
wife 7?” 

° My wife ? Well, she’s "bout beat out. 
Massa Roger ’n’ I, we buried her; finer 
funeral dan Massa Roger’s own mothe 
Miss Kate, dat was!” 
*“ Poor fellow! I’m so sorry!” began 


Mrs. McLean, consolingly. 


“Well, Miss Kate, you know some 





folks is easier spared ’n others. Some 
I 


r ’n others. Alwes liked 





tongues s 
to gib a hot temper time to cool, ’s Mas- 
sa says.” 

“ And how do you do, Capua ?” 

“ Pretty well, Miss Kate; leastways, 
I’se well enough,—a’n’t so pretty.” 

“ What is his name ?” whispered Hel- 
en. 

“’Annible, Missis,” said the attentive 
Capua, whose eyes had been for some 
time oscillating with indecision between 
Helen Heath and Mrs. Laudersdale. 
“ Hannibal Raleigh ’s my name; though 
Massa alwes call me Cap,” he added, in- 
sinuatingly,— which, by the way, “ Mas- 
sa” never had been known to do 

“And are you always going to stay 
and take care of Master Roger ?” 

“’Spect I shall. Lors, Miss Kate, he’s 


more bother to me ’n all my wi 


boy 














* That will do, C upua,” said his master; 
*you may go And therewith Capua 
*, what does this mean ?” 


Lean, as the door clos- 


“Tt means that Capua, having been dy- 
ing of curiosit\ , has resolved to die game, 
and therefore takes matters into his own 


hands, and arrives to inspect my conduct 


and my con 


any.” 


He trembles for his scep- 


> said Mr. McLean, ral- 
ived 





a great many of 


“ A Saint Sebastiana,” said his wife. 


Sebastian die of his 


wounds isked Helen. 

‘Let 1 you, Miss Helen,” said 
Mr. Raleigh, “ that Capua is a connois- 
seur, and his is worth all flatter- 
es. If he had y been with us this 
mornit 

‘You have teased me so much about 
hat, Mr. Ra t [have halfar 1 
Cve to g oO another expedi- 

M I s. I was just think- 
fr hat pany you would be 
I 
nt t enchanting ll- 
t is re il wa 
Oh! w e go tr ng?” 
We? I half a mind, then 
We will ro t vy, wind and we her 
And st I do 

“You 1 ep l, stand in the 
shadow, and fisl -stream 

At tl T Ua i put his | 1 in- 
side the door Lin 


“ What is isked Mr. Raleigh. 
« Forgot to say, Massa.” re 





ied Capua, 


nN: . : oon 
rolling his eyes fearfully, and still hesitat- 
ng, and half-closing the door, and then 
ib. -¥ ae 
looking back. 


“ Well, Capua 
“ Mass’ Raleigh, your house 


burned up!” said Capua, at last, jerking 


done | een 


back his head, as if afraid of | 


“ Ah? 





k ; “4 
And what did you do with ”"— 


’Ta’n't 


“Oh, el 


ervyone saie an sound 
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vv 


dat house ; ’ta’n’t dis yer house Massa lib 


in 3° Massa’s sparre r-house. Reckoned 
I'd better come and ’form him.” 

“Is that all?” asked his master, who 
was accustomed to Capua’s method of 
breaking ill news. 

“ Now, Mass’ Roe 


being pervoked an’ 


r, don’t 





you go to 


dese yer tempers! It’s all distinguishes 
now. Ole Cap didn’ want to shock h 
] 


young massa, so thought ’twarn’t de wis- 


est way to tell him ’twarn’t de 


sparrer- 


I 
house, either, at first. [was de inside 
ob de libery, if he must know de troof: 
wet an’ smutty dar now, mebbe, but no 
fire.” 

“Why not? What made the fire go 
out ?” asked Mr. Raleigh, composedly. 


“ Well, 


rolling a 


two reasons,” replied Capua, 


ance over the company ; 


*“ one was dis chile’s exertions; an’ t’other 
fact, on account ob wich de 
! 
was because 
Hi!” 
y 1 % 2 
N in, and don’t CI 


. , 
uin, till I send for 


checked, 
more to burn. 


take 


“ Capua, 


Set your tace iv 


said his master, now slightly irat 


‘* Massa’s nigger alwes mind him,” was 
the dutiful response. 

Mrs. Laudersdale’s handkerchief 
at that moment from the hand tha ng 
over the balustrade. Capua darted t 
restore it 

“ Bress her pretty eyes!” s l 
‘Ole Cap see ’s fur into a n I S 
any one!” and vanished through tl ) 
way. 

‘I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Raleig! 
t irning to Mrs. Laudersdale. ‘He has 
refused to leave me, and I must ind : 


him too much, and my sins fall on the 
He app 


a constitutional inability to com- 


head of the nearest passer. 


to have 
prehend this absence of punishment. H 
immunity is so painful to him that I's 
times fancy him to be homesick for a lash- 
Now if I do not hasten home, Kate, 


I shall find a conflagration of the whole 


ing. 


house there before me.” 


And making quick adieux,—while Mrs. 


Laudersdale jested about tempting the 
raving waters, and the dinner-bell was 


r 
iF 
f 
i 


ae 


ae oD 


— 
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ringing, and Helen singing, “ Come o’er 
the stream, Charlie, and dine wi’ Mc- 
Lean,”— he opened the door, suffered a 
patch of blue sky to be seen, and the seg- 
ment of an afternoon rainbow, shut it, 
and was gone. 

Early again the next morning, Mr. 
taleizgh sought the Bawn, followed this 
time by Capua, who was determined not 


to lose any eround once made, and who 


now carried the rods, bait, and other par- 
aphernalia. 

“ Powerful pretty woman, dat, Massa!” 
said he, as through the open doors a voice 
was heard gayly exclaiming and answer- 
ing. 
“ Which one, Capua ?” asked his mas- 
ter. 

“A’n’t no torrer,” was his reply; 
“ leastwise, a’n’t no ’count,— good for not- 
t’n. Now sihe,- pity she a’n’t single, Mas- 
sa,— should say she’d lived where sun 
was plenty and had laid up heaps in her 
heart.” 

Here Mrs. Laudersdale came out, and 
shortly afterward Helen and three or 
four others. In reply to their questions, 
Mr. Raleigh stated that the preceding 
day’s disaster had been occasioned by a 
meerschaum, and had merely charred a 
table with its superficies of papers and 
pamphlets, which Capua had chosen to 
magnify for his own purposes; and the 
assemblage immediately turned its course 
inland and toward the brooks. The two 
who led soon distanced the rest, Capua 
trudging respectfully behind and ke eping 
ed 


h the woods, they delayed 





them in sight. Here, as they brus 
along thro g 
in order to examine a partridge’s nest, to 
tree a squirrel, to gather some strange 
wild-flower opening at their approach. 
Here on the banks they watclhe d the bit- 
terns rise and sail heavily away, and fi- 
nally in silence commenced the genuine 
sport. 

‘Nonsense !” said Helen Heath, mean- 
ingly, as Mrs. Laudersdale, when th 


others joined them, displayed her first 
capture. “ Is that all you’ve caught ?” 
Mrs. Laudersdale drew in another for 


reply. 





and May. j Nove mber 


“ How absurd!” said Helen. “ Here 
a month ago you were the dearest and 
most helpless of mortals, and now you 
are doing everything !” 

The othe r opt ned her ey* sa moment, 
and then laughed. 

“ Hush!” said she. 

‘Shs! shs!” echoed Capua, making 
an infinite hubbub himself. 

Silence accord 





duced a string fit for t 

of all the number, Mrs. Laudersdak 
adding by far the majority,—possibly be- 
cause her shining prey found destination 
in the same basket with Mr. Raleigh’s,— 
ause, as Helen had intimat- 
n deftness had bey 


that neither dropping rod nor 





el detained her for ar 


“Our lines have fallen in pleasant 
places,” said Helen, as they took at last 
their homeward path; “ and what a shame 
not an adventure yé + i 


Mrs. Mc Li in b ing OF 


arm as they went, for she had taken 


ha 


a whim and feared to see her cousin 1 
the fangs of a coquette : by which means 
Helen became the companion of Captain 
Purcell and his daughter, and Mrs. Lau- 


dersdale kept lightly in advance, leading 





a gambol with the greyhound that Capua 


pua 
had added to the party, and presenting 


in one person, as she went springing 
. 


from knoll to knoll along the bank, now 


in sunshine, now in shade, lifting the 





ereen boughs or sweeping them aside, a 
succes 1 of the vivid figures of sor 
antiqu¢ d processional frieze Sud 


dk nly, with a qui k cry, she disappeared, 
and Helen had her adventure. Mr. Ra- 
leigh darted forward, while the houn 
came frisking back; yet, when he found 
her fainting in the hollow, stood with stol- 
id immobility until Capua snatched her 
up and carried her along in his arms, 
ke aving his master to reflect how many 


t have 


times such swarthy servitors mig] 
borne her, as a child, through her island- 
groves. And thus the party, somewhat 
sobered, resumed their march again. But 


in the « 


iscovery that he had not dared to 
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man never found a soul in his work till 


he put his own there first.” 


Mrs. 


Laudersdale here, “that every artist, in 


‘I always wonder,” remarked 


brooding over his marble, adding, touch- 


ing, bringing out effects, does not end by 
loving it, absorbingly, bes 1use so beau- 
tiful to him, — despairingly, because to 


him forever silent.” 


“ You needn’t wonder anything about 
it,” said Helen, mischievously. “ All that 
you have to do is to make the most of 
your sunshine.” 


Mr. McLe in, stru 


thought, inspected the three as they stood 


k with some sudden 


in a blaze of the midsummer noon, then 
crossed over to his little wife, drew her 
arm in his, and held it with cautious im- 


l 
The 


was bidden, and 


prisonment. other wife did as she 


nade the most of her 


sunshine. 

If, on first acquaintance, Mrs. Lauders- 
had fascinated by h 
) 


tropical 


dale r repose, her 


languor, her latent fire, the charm 


was none the less, when, turning, it be- 
ume one dazzle of animation, of careless 


and easy grace. Nor, 


lom, of sw 


infamiliar as were such traits, did they 


seem at all foreign to her, but rather, 
when once donned, never to have been 
absent ; as if, indeed, she had always been 
this royal creature, this woman bright and 


winning as some warm, rich summer’s day. 
Tl 
Lit 


es and informs 


fire that sleeps in marble 





never fla 


the whole mass so fully; if 


a pearl—lazy growth and accretion of 





amorphous life shou fuse and form 

again in sparkling crystals, the mira le 

would be less. And with what complete 
] 


unconsciousness had she stepped 


and found 


irom 


passive to positive existence, 


i I 


this new state to be as sweet and strange 


as any child has found it! Long a wife, 
she had known, nevertheless, nothing but 
quiet custom or indifference, and had 
dreamed of love only as the dark and 
silent side of the 


ht. Now she grew 


moon might dream of 
and unfolded in 
the warmth of this season, like a blossom 
perfumed and splendid. Sunbeams seem- 
ed to lance themselves out of heaven and 


about her. 


splinter 


She queened it over 


Mids mninier 
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demesnes of sprite-like revelry 


they led was sylvan; at their fé/es the 


sun assisted. The summer held 


lips a glass whose rosy effervescence, 











whose fleeting foam, whose tingling spir- 
it exhaled a subtile madness of a 
draught whose lees were des} ur. so 

y had she been destitute of emotion 
hitherto that she had scarcely a1 eht to 


now, ind 
Not only h 


character, but her beauty, became another 


be classed with humanity ; 


she woul 





1 win that 


4 


thing under all this largess; one remem- 


bered the very Persian rose, in looking at 
her, and thought of gardens amid whose 
’ 


cales 


clouds of rich perfume the nighti: 
sang all night long ; her manner, too, be- 


came strangely gracious, and a sweetness 


lingered after her presence, delicate and 
fine as the drop of honey in some flow- 
ers nectary So she woke from her icy 








but, alas! what had wakened her? 


trance; 


The summer was passing. Every day 








the garden-scenes of Watteau becam« 
vivid and 1 every evening Venic¢ 
was made possible, when shadowy barks 
slipped down dusk tides, freight with 
song and laughter, and sn tches of Oo - 
tinkling; and when some len torch 
that for an instant had sumn 1 with 
its red fire ull fierce lights and strong 

ms, dipped, hissed, and quenched be- 
low, and, a fantastic flotilla, they ed 
on into the broad brilliance of a rising 
moon, all Middle-Age mythology rose and 
wafted them back into the obscurity. It 
was a life too fine for every day, fare too 


h for he 


did not wither 





ilth ; they must be exotics who 





in such hot-house ; 
was rapidly becoming unnatural. 

performed in the daylight stray cl: 
bits from Fletcher or Moliére, drama of 
an era over i 


17 
O1a 





ipe ; they sang only from an 
book of madrigals; their very read- 
ing was fragmentary,— now an emasculat- 
ed Boccaccio, then a curdling phantasm 
of Poe’s, and after some such scenic hor- 
Death” Helen Heath 
dashed off the Pesther Waltzes. 


f, finally, on one of the last August- 


ror as the “ Red 


we had passed, Asmodeus- like, 


over the roofs, looking down, we should 
































ws he met Mrs. Lauders- 


Wandering Willie ?” 





ing each other’s 











ortive improm 


I am oing to take the ro 





‘Tt i : 
Like a gallant hig 


1 ” 
uwayman :‘ And 


without more ado, and natu: 





she accompanied him. 
rhe conversation, this afternoon, was 


ignificant; indeed, Mrs. 





sufficiently 








ilways affected you more | 
her silence than her spee h, by what 
was rather than by what sl und 
it is only the impression produced on ] 


by this walk with which we have any 


concern. 





The road, narrow and winding in high 
banks fringed with golden-rod and pur- 
ple asters, was at first completely shad- 
ow i— in old deep-rutte 1, cre itry 
road, birch-trees shiveri y at ithe ae 
and every now and then a puff of pine- 
breath drifting in between. Af 1 time 
it rose gradua to the turnpike, and 
became a lor dusty track, stretching as 
f as t ‘ ( d. s« i straig daz- 
ziing line irnt white by summer-heats 
powdered by travel [here was no wind 
stirring; the sky was lost in a hot film 


stained here and there with sulphurous 


+ “4 ] 1 
ie distant fields, s] 





wreaths; ft 








i by low 
hills, were bathed in an azure mist; near- 
= allt i 1 at 

er, a veil of dun and dimmer smoke from 
burning brush hung motionless: und 
their feet the dust whirled and fell again. 
Bathed in soft, voluptuous tints, hazed and 


mellowed, into what weird, strange coun- 
try were they hastening? What visionary 
land of delight, replete with perfume and 
luxury, lay ever be yond ?— what region 
rich, unknown, forbidden, whose rank 
vegetation steamed with such insidious 


poison ? And on what arid, barren road, 


what weary road, — but, alas, long worn 
and beaten by the feet of other wayfarers ! 
a road that ran real and strong through 


this noxious and seduc ing mirage ! 

A sudden blast of wind lifted a cloud of 
dust from before them and twisted it down 
among the meadows; the sun thrust aside 
his shroud and burnt for an instant on a 
scarlet maple-bough that hung in pre- 
} 


mature brilliance across the way. The 


hasty color, true and fine, was like a spell 
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against enchantment; it was the drop that 
tested the virtue of this chemistry and 
proved it naught. 

Mrs. Laudersdale looked askance at 
her companion, then turned and met his 


gaze. Slowly her lashes fell, the earth 


seemed to fail beneath her. feet, the light 
to swoon from her eyes, her lips shook, 
and a full flush swept branding and burn- 


g up throat and face, stinging her very 


1 shooting down her finger- 





tips. In an instant it had faded, and sh 
shone the pallid, splendid thing she was 
before. In that instant, for the first time 
this summer, she compre hended that her 
husband's existence imported anything to 
her. Behind the maple-tree, the wood 
began again: without a syllabl », she step- 
ped aside, suffered him to pass, and has- 
tened to 


bury herself in its recesses. 
What lover ever accounted for his mis- 
tress’s caprices ? Mr. Raleigh proceeded 
on his walk alone. And what was her 
husband to him? He did not know that 
such a man existed. For him there had 
been no deadly allurement in the fervid 
scene ; it had stretched a land of promise 
veiled in its azure ardors, with intimations 
of rapture an l certainty of rest. Now, as 
he wandered on and turned down anoth- 
er lane to the woods, the tints crew deep- 
er; his eyes, bent inward, saw all the worl 
in the color of his thought; he would have 
affirmed that the bare brown banks were 
lined in deep-toned indigo flower-bells 
whose fi iwrance rose visible above them 
or curled from stem to stem, and that 
the hollows in which the path hid it- 
self at last were of the same soft cloom. 
But, finally, when not far distant from 
the Bawn again, he shook off his reverie 


and struck another path that he might 





avoid rencontre. Perhaps the very sound 
that awoke him was the one he wished 
to shun 5 at the next step it became more 
distinet, a child’s voice singing some 
tuneless song; and directly a tiny appa- 
rition appeared before him, as if it had 
taken shape, with its wide, light eyes and 
corn-silk hair, from the most wan and 


watery of sunbeams. But what had a 


child to do in this paradise, thought he, 
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and from whence did it come? Impos- 
sible to imagine. Her garments, of rich 


material, hung 


freshly torn, it may be, 


but in shreds; her skin, if that of some 


fair and delicate nursling, was stained 
with berries and smeared with soil; st 
seemed to have no destination ; and after 


surveying him a moment, she mounte: 


a fallen tree, and, bending and swinging 
forward over a bough, still surveyed his 
“Ah, ha!” said Mr. Roger Raleig! 
“what have we here?” 
The child still looked in his face, } 


vouchsafed, in her swinging, no reply. 





“ What is the little lady’s name ?” h 
asked then. 


This query, a 


| yparently more compre 


le, elicited a response. She in- 

formed him that her name was “ Dymom 

Pink, and Beauty.” 
“Tndeed! And anythi 


“ Rose Pose,” she added, as if solicit- 


hensil 





ing the aid of memory by lifting her hand 


her temples. 


nea 





“Ts that all?” 

“ Little silly Daffodilly. 
“ No more?” 

“ Rite.” 


“ Rite, — ah, that is it! Rite what? 


” said the child, authoritativ: 
lown her foot and shaking | 





“One, two, four, twenty. Maman 
twenty ; — Rite is twenty, too.” 

“When was Rite four?” 

“A creat while ago. She went 
1e afternoon,” was added, cor 
fidentially, after a moment’s inspection t 
see if he were worthy. 

“Ah! And what was there there ? 

“ Pitchtures, and music, and peoples 
and a great house.” 

“ And where is Rite going now ?” 
“ Going away in a ship.” 

“Rite will have to wash her fa 
first.” 

But at this proposition the child flash 
open her pale-blue orbs, h ilf-closed them 
as a sleepy cat does, and, with no othe 


change of countenance to mark her indig- 





nation, appeared to shut him out 


vl 





— ; . 
sMmpiation. hrectly 
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the swinging 
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of society, and spee ing his mas- 





ter. 

The breeze had fallen, so that they row- 
ed the whole distance, with the idle sail 
hanging loosely, and arrived only just as 
the red sunset painted the lake behind 
Mr. Raleigh 


joined Helen Heath and his cousin in the 


them with blushing shadows. 


hall; Capua, superb with the importance 


of his commission, sought another en- 


trance. But just as the latter individual 
had crossed the threshold, he encountered 
the nurse whom his master had previous- 
ly met in the wood. Nothing could have 
been more acceptable in his eyes than 
this addition to the circle below-stairs. 
Capua’s hat was in his hand at once, and 
bows and curtsies and articulations and 
gesticulations followed with such confus- 
ing rapidity, that, when the mutually 
pleased pair turned in toward 
the 


had fluttered down in the disorder, 


company 


kitchens, a scrap of white paper, that 
was 


suffered to remain unnoticed on the floor. 


The courier had lost his despatch. Com- 


ing in from her walk, not 


tes 


five minu 





later, Mrs. Laudersdale’s eye 


thereby ; stooping to take it, she read 


surprise her own name thereon, and as- 


cended the stairs possessed thereof. 


What burden of bliss, what secret of 
sorrow, lay infolded there, that at the 


she covered it with sudden 


first thought 


kisses, and the next, crushing it against 





her heart, burst into a wild weeping ? 
Again and again she-read it, and at every 
s 





word its intense magnetic strength thrill- 
ed her, rapt her from remembrance, con- 
quered her. She seized a pencil and 
wrote hurriedly _— 


I lin 
live, 


heaven 


“ You are right. With you 
You shut 
out from me; make earth, then, heaven. 


Yes, I love 


without you I die. 


Come to me, for I love you. 


you.” 
She did not stay to observe the con- 
trast between her fervent sentences and 


the weak, faint characters that expressed 
them, but hastily sought the servant who 
was accustomed to act as postman, gave 
him directions to acquaint her of its re- 


ception, and watched him out of sight. 





Al 


Scarcely had the boat vanished when old 





1} > ; 
her again and she 
her 


found ( apua eage ly 


thouchts rushed over 


; ‘ - 
would have fwiven lite to re« 


she 


Returning, 


searching for the lost letter, and thu 
learned that she was not to have received 


it until several hours later. 


Perhaps no other woman in her situa- 


tion could have done what Mrs. I lers- 


au 
dale had done, without incurring more 


} 


guilt. There could be few who had been 


reared in such isolation as she,- 





intellect, naturally subject to her affee- 


tion, had become more so 
absence of systematic education,— whos 
morality had been allowed to be merely 
one of instinct,— to whom introspection 
had been till now a thing unknown,— 
and who, accepting a husband as another 


child acc epts a parent, had, in the whirl 





of gay life where she afterward reigned, 


found so little time for thought, and re- 
mained in such n il unsophistication 





as to expt rience now her first 
As Mrs. 


again, the opposite d« 


passion. 
d 


Laudersdale entered her room 


mitted that 
whose mar 
when he fo 
of the wo 
In the 
passi 


Chere were 


gayly 





town tha evening, and they 





topic of her discourse. 

I won never to uve 
tea,” said ] Al hy at i ‘ 
watch. 

‘I didn’t know you were attached to 


1 . ” : aT : 
the custom,” said he, indifferently, 
had said everything e 
liste 


“ Ah! 
their 


. i ; 
ise, While intently 


ning ior 


a footstep. 
but I like to see other folks tak 
bitters.” 

* Do not even the publicans the same ?’ 
“ You will become a proficient chemist, 


converting the substance of my remarks 


to airy nothings through your gospel-re- 
torts.” 
“Oh, I understand your optics as well. 


You like to see other folks; taking the 








“7 , > o_@w : 
WU, WU isummer and way. 269 





| ' 
sisa rt I tea-bell is She is not like he 
] 
si? coolly 
P r } 1 1 
! n i l pou ull her tather 

















‘ 
here all summer?” 

I ) y nything She was LVS a , ailing thing, 

Mrs. I and has n of those rich West- 

| ed ) t. the chest { wher ‘ i 1mmor- 

i-tray ] { il, then, to- ta ma And now she ts going 











ng yo ed, tea or co- will t fh ip 
I 
" 108@ § it ind m h is mid edi- 
x" | > 
aa i i have the tea n of her 1 By t wa how 
P ’ , 1 
i] u M Lau- that mother has ellerv s mn 
' , 
sd continued He is the detested urd 
Mt t 
Vi i nk r 
2 
h« ma 0 is- 
\c.. 1 
is Wir. ih is abo ne 
4 } > 
) Tv 
t { " f ¢ ] ] 
mi the adiscipiune eiviities of their 1a8 In toe n 
; y ; . > ++ . \ Lisel 
ih ¢ ish ur and spotless as a ing city, Mrs. McLean had made a |! e 


ywilake. She fi iby him with a mock- fancy-party, Helen, appearing as Cham- 



























I 
e recog n. pagne, all in rosy gauzes with a veiling 
R ( 4 from above, fa- foam of dropping silver lace, had beeved 
l 1 inze a tor ! Mrs. Laudersdale to give her prominence 
attle I by lressing for Port; and cordingly tl il 
Mama . it S} ite, and went lady had arrayed her elf in velvet, out of 
ng up the stairs which her shoulders rose like snow, and 
Mr. Raleig : s he turned, dark- whose rich duskiness made her perfect 
ed with a heavier fiush than half a score pallor more while its sumptuous 
Indian sum s ed uy it after- body of color was sprinkled y ith r- 
ird ing crystal dre ition nd 
“ Mrs. Laudersdale’s little wreathing her | » v - 
L he after a few mo- leaves and tendrils, she hed to- 
nts, he broug equired salver. gether in intricate splendor all the ame- 
Yes, — would you ever suspect it?” thysts, car les, garnets, and rubies in 
unberless as had been the times he the house, for grape-clusters at the ear, 
1 heard her speak of Rite, he nev-_ till she seemed, with her smile and her 
i suspected it, but had always at sunshine, the express and incarnate spirit 
lame pictured some indifferent child, of vintage. To-night, st i ped of its sp 





me ba 1d, or cousin by courtesy. ling drops, she wore the same dress, 
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in her hair a wreath of fresh white ro 





Behind her descended a tall and stately 
gentleman. She swept forward. “ Mr. 
Raleigh,” she murmured, while her eyes 
diffused their gloom and fell, “let me 
introduce you to my husband!” 

The blow had come previously. Mr. 
Raleigh bowed almost to the ground, 
without a word, then looked up and of- 
fered his hand. Mr. Laudersdale com- 
prehended the whole matter at a heart- 
beat, and took it. Then they moved on 
toward other friends, whom, while waiting 
ve of his wife’s return from 
her walk, Mr. Laudersdale had n 
Mr. Raleigh went in search of Capua, and 


ere long reappeared. 


for knowled 


seen. 


It crew quite dark; the candles were 





lighted. Rite slipped in, and, after having 
flown about like a thistle-down for a while, 
mounted a chair and put her arms about 


her mother’s shoulders. Then Mr. Ra- 


leigh, sitting silently on a sofa, attracted 
} ] { 


her, and shortly afterward she had curled 
herself beside him and fallen asleep with 
her head upon his knee ; otherwise he did 
not touch her. Mrs. Laudersdale stood 
by an open casement; the servant who 
had carried her note came up the lawn 
and spoke to her from without. Ther 
was no one in the house, and he had left 


it on the library-table. The pressure of 
: . 


those tender little arms was vet warm 


l in ed side- 


about the mother’s neck; she o 
long at the sleeping child. “He shall 
never see that note !” she murmured, and 
slipped through the casement. 
Aceustomed to all rash and intrepid ad- 
venture during this summer, it was noth- 
ing for her to unmoor a boat, enter it, and 
lift the oars, not pausing to observe that 
it was the Arrow. Just then, however, 
a little wind ruffled down and shook the 
sail, a wind not quite favorable, but in 
which she could tack across and back; 
she drew in the oars, put to the proof all 
her new boat-craft, and recklessly dashed 
through the dark element that curled and 
seethed about her. She had to make but 
two tacks in that hour’s impetuous prog- 


ress, before the house rose, as it had fre- 


quently done before, glooming at but a 
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few rods’ distance, and loa 

ous breath the air that tossed its vin 
stealing across the lake. She trem 
now, and remembered that she alone 


1consci s 


all the party had always u 
evaded entering Mr. Raleich’s house, | 
never seen the house nearer than 1 


} 


and never been its guest. It was ent 
some dark, unknown place ; it was to in- 
trude on a sacred region. But the br 
hurried her alone while she thought, a 


the next moment the keel was buri« 


the sand. There was no time to lose ; s 
left the boat, ascended a flight f stor 
} 


steps close at hand, and was in the gar 





den. Low, ripe greenery was wavit! 
? 7 ‘ 
her here, dee ¢ shadows 0}; 
a ( 1 ince i 4 
to al iro i ! stealing | s 
SEs ’ . 
Be I, Ure in Fit rie aark t 





water lapped gentiy, the wind sighed 





fell like a fluttering breath She 
have lingered toreve ~—she da 
linger a1 l nt She 1 
from the heavy bl sa swept o1 
then the drenching branches swaved 
closed bel i her he found a do I 
and hastily tered the first 1 y 
appeared. 

here were stray starbeams in 
apartment ; her eves were accustomed t 
the gloom; she could dimly discern tl 
great | ok-cases lining the wall, an an 
tique chair, the glittering key-boa 


rrand-piano that stood apart, yet thrilling 
perhaps with recent harmonies,—a col 


sal head of Antinoiis, that self-involve 


dreamer, stone-entranced in a calm « 


passion. She had been feverishly azgitat- 
ed; but as this white silence dawned u] 


, 
on her, so strong, yet voluptuous, neve 


sad, making in its masque of marble o1 


intense moment eternal, some of the san 
power spread soothingly over her. 5 
paused a moment to gather the throne 
thouchts. How still the room was! s} 
had not known that music was at his com- 
mand before. How sweet the air that 
blew in at the window! what late flowers 
bore such pungent balm? That portrait 
leaning half-startled from the frame, was 


it his mother? These books, were they 














ms without came 
lrowned in fine perfume, laden with deli- 
' 


What heaven was there! 


ind, ah! what heaven was yet possible 





here! 
Something that had flitted from the ta- 
the draught, and had hovered here 
ind the ng the floor, now lay at her 
ot: sl Lug it absently t was her 
tt To tch it from its envelope, 
ind so tear it the more easily to atoms, 
‘ bhnt as snddeniy sl 
aused Wa hers ? Tho oh W 
and seal i l had sh n - 
er posses , she 1 
ithorit han over al her let- 
» a f n the room ‘ r 
‘ ‘ S} } 


m i had read 

g | r 1 time, wl - 
ery } t I ht i T aTy - 
l, whos micl hav I 4 i it, 
aud i ) a1 inimity { re- 
ly on | pa Had he now no « n 
» the t i | ? As she knew 
hat h ne rw d have told her an 
yur later, had she a right to recede from 
1@ position had taken in res] se, 





s 0 y refuse him his 

ht ¢ 
Whether this v a sophism of sin or 
he logic of highest virtue, she, who would 
ave blotted out her writing with her 


ieart’s blood, did not wait to weigh. 
!” she ex- 


lo him, also, I owe a duty 
laimed, dropped the letter where she had 
ound it, and fled,—fled, hurrying through 
all the bewildering garden-walks, down 
from the i 


fragrance, the serenity, the 





bowery seclusion, from all this conspiring 
yveliness that tempted her to dally and 
commanded her to stay,— fled from this 


lream of passion, this region of joy,— fled 


forever, as sh 


hill, lonely 


e thought, out into the wide, 


night. 





» boat 
once more the water curled beneath tl 
parting prow, and she shot wit! ner fla h 
ing sail and hissing wake heedlessly, like 


a phantom, past another boat that was 


making more slowly in to sho 
“This way, Helen,” murmurs a sub- 
some steps, Mr 


we are ; but it’s dar 


dued voice. “ There are 


Here 


Give me your hand; 


Laudersdal 





as Erebus. 


afraid; after that spectre that walked the 
I 
water just now, these shadows are not al- 


together agreeable. sre’s the 





— careful housekeeper, this Mr. Raleigh! 


I wonder what McLean would say. Don’t 











“ Goodness!” exclaims Helen I 
er al 11 } 
an inch of the way. We 
] } 1 4° ” 
ee ily deal devastation. 
} ] talechal 
een exploring a mantel-sh 
her s a candk a but how to ht it? 


Haven't you a match, Mr. Laudersdale ?” 
That 


little pocket-safe ; it 


centleman produces one from a 


Have 





your candle ready Ng 
The little 
quick !” 
“T don’t 
Here’s a 


broken; Mr. Raleigh don’t read 


know where to find 


billet on the floor; the seal’s 


ters, you know; shall I take it ? 
“ Anything, yes! My fingers are burn- 


ing! Quick, it’s the last match! 





Helen waves a tiny flambeau, tl 
the 


can- 


liehted, flame whirled down 


dle is 
upon the hearth and trodden out. 

“[ wonder what it was, though,” adds 
Mrs. McLean, stooping over it. ‘“ Some 
of our correspondence. No matter, then. 


Now for that Indian mail. Here,— no, 


7s 


Se oe 


eae 


29 Sag eS- ee 
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—this must be it. ‘Mr. Roger Raleigh,’ 
—‘ Roger Raleigh, Esq.,’ — that’s not it. 
‘ Day, Knight, & Co., for Roger Raleigh.’ 
Why, Mr. Laudersdale, that’s your firm. 
Aren’t you the Co. there? Ah, here it is, 
—‘ Mrs. Catherine McLean, care of Mr. 
Roger Raleigh.’ Doesn’t that look hand- 
somely, Helen ?” contemplating it with 
newly married satisfaction. 

“ Now you have it, come !” urges Hel- 

“ No, indeed! I must find that Turk- 
ish tobacco, to reward Mr. Laudersdale 
for his heroic exertions in our behalf.” 

Mr. Laudersdale, somewhat fastidious 
and wive n to rigid etiq iette, looks as if 
the exertions would be best 
haste. Mrs. McLean takes 


hand and proceeds on a tour of the apart- 





ment 
“ There! isn’t this the article? John 
says it’s pitiful stuff, not to be compared 
with Virginia leaf. Look at this meer- 
schaum, Mr. Laudersdale; there’s an en- 
sample. Prettily colored, is it not?” 
“ Now are you coming ?” asks Helen. 
“ Would you? We've never been here 
without my worshipful cousin before; I 
| 


} ; swate } 
should like to investigate 


ils domestic ar- 


ranvements. Needle and thread. Now 





what do you suppose he is doing wit 
p Vl 


needle and thread ? Oh, it’s that little 
lacework that Mrs. Sketches! I 
wonder whom he’s sketching. You, Hel- 
en? Me? Upside down, of course. 
No, it’s —— Yes, we may as well go. 


Come!” 
And in the same breath Mrs. McLean 


blows out the candle and pre cedes them. 





Mr. Laudersdale scorns to secure the 
1 


d holding back the boughs for 


Miss Heath, and assisting her down the 


sketch; ar 


steps, quit tly follows 


Meantime, Mrs. Laudersdale has reach- 


ed her point of departu 
I 


» again, has stol- 


en up out of the white fog now gather- 


i 
ing over the lake, slipped into her for- 
mer place, and found all nearly as be- 


fore. The candles had been taken away, 
so that light came merely from the hall 
and doorways. Some of the guests were 


in the brilliant dining-room, some in the 





back-parlor. Mr. Raleigh, while Fate was 
thus busying herself about him, still sat 
motionless, one hand upon the sofa’s side 
one on the bac k, little Rite still sleepin 

on his knee. Capua came and exchang- 
ed a few words with his master; then the 
colored nurse stepped through the groups, 
sought the child, and carried her awa) 

head and arms hanging heavy with slum- 
ber. Still Mr. Raleigh did not move 

Mrs. Laudersdale stood in the window, 


} my " 


vivid and glowing. bere were no ot 
ers in the room. 

“Where is Mrs. McLean?” askee 
M uy Purcell at the door, after the cha- 
rade in which she had been engaged was 
concluded. 

“Gone across the lake with Nell and 


r. Laudersdale for a letter,” replie 





“r Fred Heath, who had returne 


afternoon from the counting-roon 





with his employer, and now sauntered by 
Mrs. Laudersdale started; she had not 
escaped too early - but then —— He 
heart was beating in her throat. 
“ What letter?” asked Mrs. Heat! 





“Do you know what lett , Mr. Ra 


leigh 2” 

“ One from India, Madame,” was hi 
response. 

“ Strange! Helen gone withont pe 
mission! What was in 
der. Do you know what was in the let- 
ter, Mr. R leigh ? 

“ Congratulations, and a recommet 
dation of Mrs. McLean’s cousin to h 


good eraces,” he said. 


“ Oh, it was not Helen’s, then ?’ 
“My young gentleman’s not in ¢ 


humor to-nis ht,” whispered Mrs. Heat! 








to Miss Purceil, with a significant no 
and moving off. 

“ How did you know what was in Mrs 
McLean’s letter, Sir?” asked Mary Pur- 
cell. 

“T conjectured. In Mrs. Heath's place, 
I should have known.” 


“ There they come !—you can always 
tell Mrs. McLean’s laugh. You've lost 


all the charades, Helen ! 
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They came in, very gay, and seem- 


ed at once to arouse an airier and finer 





among the humming clusters. Mr. 
Laudersdale did not join his wife, but sat 
on the piazza talking with Mr. McLean. 
People were looking at an herbal, others 
coquetting, others quiet. Some one men- 
tioned music. Directly afterward, Mr. 


jval igh rose and approached the piano. 





ned. Taking his seat, he 








threw out a handful of rich chords; the 
instrument seemed to diffuse a purple 
cloud ; then, buc ye d over perfect accom- 
paniment, the voice rose in that one love- 
song of the world. What de pth of tender- 
ness is there from which the “ Adelaide’ 
loes not sound? What secret of trag- 
edy, too? Singing, he throbbed through 
it a vitality as if the melody surcharged 


with beauty grew from his soul, and were 





thrilling 


ill one 








1eart ; the passior ed round 
} ; 4 7 1) 1 
I é el owing was like tl 
hand that closes the eves of the dead 
Mr. R eigh did not rise, nor look up, 
I 
as he finished 


« How melancholy !” said Helen Heath, 





mus ild be melancholy,” said 
io 
How absurd, Roger!” said his cousin. 


There is much music that is only in- 








tenseliyv tf ] 
Intens ut at its hi ight ilw iys 
sin p ( rathe r the soul aoes 
n following 1 l that is infinite, the 
soul fi 
ns I e’s that song, Num- 
Three in B 8) — 
I don’t remember ° 
Well. t e’s 1 
one trill of 
1 ibeam i el t 
Hlelen we und, ¢ 
before Mr. Raleigh 
he yued wh 
might a dream, and, strangely enough, the 


rushing sparkle of joy became a 


SssOlViIng away in tears. 
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please ; but I, for one, detest mel ancholy 
Don’t you, Mrs. Laudersdale ?” 

Mrs. Laudersdale had shrunk into the 
shadow of the curtain. Perhaps she did 
not hear the question ; for her reply, that 
did not come at once, was the fragment of 


a Provencal romance, sung,— and sung 





in a voie neither sweet nor rich, but 
of a certain personal force as potent as 


either, and a stiflk d stré ng h of tone that 





H ve vet shivered tl cr} 
root I ruck a chord ot dead on 
sion. the ¢ un red, she em ed fre 
the ¢ ) l was ¢ 

Mr. Raleigh ro ind ba his cous 
rood-night. Mrs. McLean, however, t 
his arm and sau red with him dow 


I » returt “dl in a spare wherry, sé ™m 


time since,” he replied ; and thereon they 





made a few paces in silence. 

R ! d the little lady, taking 
breath I ratory to ne it, i 
thought Helen was a coquett I 
cl l my mind. The fault is 1 

He ti 1 and looked down at | 
with some surpris 


time and certainly _ 
“ Kate 
Yes don’t scold !— and if you ar 
going to propose, I really think you ought 
a a 
to, or els« —— 


aa 


vt 


RSET 


? suppose me ——— 
“ Yes, there!” replied Mrs. McLean, 
kk sperately. 


He wi 


is siient a moment. 





“ Good God, Kate!” said he, then, 





‘lasping his hands behind his head 





looking up the deep transparence « 


inanswering night. “ What a blessing 


it is that life don’t last forever!” 
“ But it does, Roger,” she uttered un- 
ler her breath,—terrified at his abrupt 


irnestness, and unwitting what storm 
she had aroused. 
“The formula changes,” he replied, 


41 





1 his old air, and retraci: their 








roing ? Well, we’re all going soon. 

Vhat a glorious s er it has been! 
irent you sorry we must } ies 

“ Why must we part?” he asked in 


1 lower tone. “ Where is the necessity 
f our parting? Why won’t you stay 
forever, Helen ?” 


She turned and surveyed him quickly 


while a red—whether of joy or anger he 
ould not tell flashed up her cheek. 


i 


“ Do you mean ”—— 


“ Miss Heath, I mean, will you marry 


“ Mr. Raleigh, no!” 

With i bow he passed on. 

Mr. Raleigh trimmed the Arrow’s sail, 
yr the breeze had sunk again, and swe | 
slowly out with one oar suspended. A 


rt 


waning moon was rising behind the trees, 


it fell upon the little quay that had been 
built that summer, and seemed with its 
hollow beams still to continue the struc- 
ture upon the water. The Arrow floated 


in the shadow just beyond. Mr. Ral 





eyes were on the quay ; he paused, nerve- 


less, both oars trailing, a cold damp start- 


ing on his forehead. Some one approach- 


ed as if looking out upon the dim sheet, — 











and May N 
s ( ho, dec ed by t I vl 
did 1 know the end to be so1 
walked forward firmly and confider 
Indeed, the quay had been erected in M 
L iu lersdale’s absence. T he water wa 
deep there, the bottom rocky 
“Shout and warn him of his pe 
ura la vol ¢ in | Ir Raleich’s hea 
t him drown!” 1 los 
voice 
ld have ealled, t sound 
1 murmur in his throat. His ey: ! 
on the advancing figure; it seemed 
that object were to be forever bra 
on the na Still as he gaz | 
vare ¢ nother form, one sitting on tl 
r inseen in shadow , 
St x what he saw, and m niles h 
Would Mrs. Laudersdale « I I 
in! l 4 It all pas ed in s ) 
time it the next breath he sum: 
every generous power in his 1 
I 
Raleigh, then. I thought you wer 
danger. Mrs. Laudersdale, good-nicht ! 
It was an easy matter to 1 u t] 
boat, to gatl up his oars ls 
] 








saw her still beside him; and so the 
stood till the last ex ho of the dipy it gf Oars 
was muffled in distance and lost. 

Sur -nights are brief; breakfast 
was late on the next morning,— or rath- 
er, Mrs. Laudersdale was late, as usual, 


‘Shall I tell you some news?” ask 
Helen Heath. 


She lifted her heavy eyes absently. 





* Mrs. McLean has made her hus! 


a millionnaire. There was an Indian mail 


yesterday. Mr. Raleigh read his letters 


last night, after going home. Ilis un 





} 


old, unfortunate, forlorn. Mr 
is abandoned everything, and 
must hew his own way in the world from 
this day forward. He left this morning 


for India.” 














vy Mrs. Laudersdale for now that in this flash all the wealth 
a period thirteen years her soul burned out and left her a m 
have imagined her pos-_ volition and m e power? Y 
le drama? You fan y mistaken, as | said. 
‘ 














A SILENT, odor-laden air, 
From heavy branches dropping baln 
A crowd of « es, milky fair 
i it sun ward turn the ia $ ca 
Ss pt ird may dar 
los thei ire W 1 its p alm 
I I 
So falls the perfect day of Ju 
Io moonlit « from dewy da 
VW cht w sru ie tl rh t ! 
And cor S ] . 
] 1 ta ! that wake ys " 
A 1g 4] . 1 
And flaunt t r $ eV law 
The wide content of summer’s bloom, 
pea eful clo 5 of its prime, 








, 
Alone, alone, in sun or dew ! 

One fled to heaven, of earth afraid 
And one to earth, with eyes unt 

And lips of faltering passion, strayed : 
Nor shall the strenuous years renew 


On any bough th 





se leaves that fade. 
Long r-days shall come and 70 
No summe r brings the dead | iT 


I listen for that voi 
And ache at he 
Al d one 


Still living sweet, but sweet in vain. 


e's flow, 

al : ae 
art, with deepening pain ; 
2s » J 
fair face no more I know, 








mS ee 


Ca ga oe 
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Wove mber, 


EXPRESSION. 


Tne law of expression is the law of 
degrees, — of much, more, and most. 
Nature exists to the mind not as an 
ibsolute realization, but as a condition, 
as something constantly becoming. It is 
neither entirely this nor that. It is sug- 
gestive and prospective; a body in mo- 
tion, and not an object at rest. It draws 
the soul out and excites thought, because 
it is embosomed in a heaven of possibili- 
ties, and interests without satisfying. The 
aa ' : : 
landscape has a pleasure to us, because 
i 
in the mind it is « unopied by the ideal, 


ky. 








as it is here canopi d by the s 
The material universe seems a sus- 
pense, something arrested on the point 


‘ansition from nonentity to absolute 





being,— wholly neither, but on the con- 
fines of both, which is the condition of its 
eing pert eptible tous. We are able to 
feel and use heat, because it is not entire- 
ly heat; and we see light only when it is 
mixed and diluted with its opposite. The 
condition of motion is that there be some- 

i g at rest; else how could there be 
ny motion 7? The river flows, because 
ts banks do not. We use force, because 
it is only in part that which it would be. 
What could we do with unmixed pow- 
r? Absolute space is not cognizable 


to the mind; we apprehend space only 


when limited and imprisoned in geomet- 
rical figures. Absolute life we can have 
no conception of; the absolute must come 
down and incarnate itself in the condi- 
tioned, and cease to be absolute, before it 
comes within the plane of our knowledge. 
The unconscious is not knowable ; as soon 
as it is thought, it becomes conscious. 
And this is God’s art of expression. We 
can behold nothing pure ; and all that we 
see is compounded and mixed. Nature 


stands related to us at a certain angle, 


and a little remove either way — back 
toward its grosser side, or up toward its 
ideal tendency — would place it beyond 





It is like the rainbow, which 


is a partial and an incomplete develop- 


iite light split up and its 


ment,- pure Ww ig 
colors detached and dislocated, and which 
is seen only from a certain stand-point. 
We remark, therefore, that all things 
are made of one stuff, and on the prin- 
ciple that a difference in degree | roduces 


kind. From the clod and 


a dillerence u 


the rock up to the imponderable, to light 
and electricity, the difference is only more 
or less of selection and filtration. Every 
rrade is a new refinement, the same law 
lifted to a hig i 





her plane. The 
earth with some of the coarser elements 
purged away. From the zodphyte u 
man, more or less of spirit gives birt 
the intervening types of life. All motion 
i rees of gravitating force; and 


the thousand colors with which the 


paints the earth are only more or less ot 
} 
i 


ight. All form aspires toward the circle, 
and realizes it more or less perfectly. By 
more or less of heat the seasons accom- 


plish their wonderful transformations on 





the earth and in the air. In the moral 
world, the eras and revolutions that check 
history are only degrees in the di velop- 
ment of a few simp! nd the 
va iety of char te ies th 





world of men and manners springs from 
a greater or less predominance of certain 
individual traits. 

This law of degrees, pushed a little 
farther, amounts to detachment and sep- 
aration, and gives birth to contrast and 
comparison. This is one aspect in which 
the law manifests itself in the individual. 


rhe chairs and the pictures must com 
out from the wall before we can see them. 
The tree must detach itself from the land- 
scape, either by form or color, before it 


becomes cognizable to us. 


be irregularity and contrast. 





senses relate us to things on this prin- 


ciple; they require something brought 
out and disencumbered from the mass. 
The eye cannot see where there is no 


shade, nor the hand feel where there is 





no inequality of surface, the palate 
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pertinent passage, which also comes 

der thi ‘ ‘Whoever shall s ( 

a pac k-t] l ex i stre ¢ throu 

it is u y imp ‘ should 1 

ior wl will you } ive * 10 
begin? And that it sl k - 
vether Is no n N it e.” 

The iwieness ind availabl nes i 
an object n proportion as it is separat- 
ed fi s environments. We use water 
as a n e power by detaching a part 
from tl hole a placing ours n 
the way of its tender t e again 
All for nd all motion are orig lL ¢ 
this pri pie | VY eravity ] 
walk and mov l ov 1@ resistance 
and, in short, per 1 all mechanical 
tion; yet th n is that we de- 

ov tl L ¢ ium of things for 
the 1 ourselves ¢ ‘ 
impulse n. The vy l 
man cl ( r and g 
t! I I next 1 t 
x Fi ; 

j bo \W i ( 





ering ‘ ( t | i W l 
pe a Mm 1 nu PEs 
and e1 d not | n- 
Ss ) > { ul i i ‘ vil II V 
could ti cc ty ny - 














same altitude, | Vv ¢ ild in 
motion among the parts? the 
fulles ver defined, and 
cant t ™ I is like the spher« ; 

— 1) 1) . 
which, a mero i possibie form in 

4 { hi i 
itseil e! ( I iorm, as white is 
no colo ind I t be asped and 





used as parts and fragments can: there 


are no angles and outlines to define and 


pleasure that is 


S8 il vio 
diel ] +1 S 
th ( ! ecessarilv } 
i 
a not go the full cirel ( 
i} Wi e not conscious of our he 
lo se they a ? 
not ind are not rendered prom 
I 
\ i 


vince of human knowl 
edac hinae upon this principle. To 
: : 
KHOW a thing is but to separate and dis- 
tinguish 1 m something else; and clas- 

f° } ‘ ‘ . 

silying nd systematizing are carrying 
the me law from the pa ti r to the 








" two leas enter 1 oO ¢ ry dis- 
ct t the understar one la- 
tent and vi il, t other a e and at 
t] S ul lo use far ir exam} 
we can ( G iv without hav- 
ing known bla r " | a 
known go¢ \ 
kno muty l eve 
has t ‘ 
\\ 1 ¥ come ) ee] 
( 1 sey \ 
J ( ! mn na e1 li 
int { na 1ess l 
neve O t} of} ] mn t 
o < the earth ( i 
conti 1 without i é 
nd s ved by a law of th es ut 
Ww m the come to the sui er- 
i Cal peu | a, 
tie los } « ne 1 be 
part il and fra mentary, an | ul 
and not a erallaw. We ca snea 
en i i I i tr i - 
a ct] i a | I irom 
and consequently in a measure ort 
and exaggerates and does injustic 
other truths rhe moment we eak 
we are one-sided and liable to be assail- 


Hence 


the hostility that exists between diff rent 


reverse side of the fact 


and religions; their founders were 


sects 


each possesse l of some measure of truth 


and consequently stood near to a com- 
mon ground of agreement, but in the 


statement it became vitiated and partial ; 








and the more their disciples have ex- 


poun led and sought t 





ciples in a logi VS 
have diverged from the primitive senti- 
ment. If the sects would let logic alone 


und App il onl) to the « mseious! ss of 





men, there would be no very steep dif- 


ference between them, and each would 


promote the good of tl 





moment we rest with the reason and the 
understanding there must be opposition 
and divergence, for they apprehend 
things by parts, and not by the mass 
they deal with facts, and not with laws. 


The fullest truth, as we have already 





hinted, never shapes 1 f into words on 
our lips. What we can speak is gener- 
ally only foam from the surface, h 





ment is reaction, and drives us 





and farther apart. 

As the intellect expresses by detach- 
ment and contrast, it follows, that, the 
more emphatically an idea is expressed, 


the more it will be disencumbered of 


other ideas and stand relieved like a bust 
chiselled from a rock. It is suggestive 
and prospective, and, | being detached 


itself, will relieve others and still oth- 


ers. It makes a breach in the blank 
wall, and the whole is now pregnable. 
New possibilities are opened, a new out- 
look into the universe. Nothing, so to 


ak, has become something; one base 





metal has been transmuted into gold, and 
so given us a purchase on every other. 


When one thought is spoken, all others 





ression. [N 














De me s As 
created ‘row of its 
Own act n Wv ing i 
t tter ul he 
vV¥ suence, to overcome ( 
equilibrium, and disentangelk e idea 
from the emba many It is a 
st vole f{ ile There is no ice to 
begin a with ur 
‘ D aieaal 
\ th ¢ haos ¢ Laf 
but to no p n | - 
defined, when it slips from us d all is 
blank wain that direction We seem 
to be st cooling W h the force vity, 
and to come not so near conq \ 
to being con ered. But at | whe n 
‘ are d cl il st to a d ] 
4 semi-pas state inwar ttling 
and com] y ourselve tl t ht 
comes. How much is tl vealed and 
be 1 S possi ! Ne W ia 
commana V it n [ ex 
p ce, tha vas Deltore meal rie 
l Valal issumes order and « n XK 
‘ lr us l is lor Li as t] ‘ 1 | I 
be key open nd the detachm tect, 
] easily we write! But ’ the 
thread of « tting r 
loopit ys ve stop our 
ping 
work witl ul ted 
to keep the vy soon all 
becomes a | 1 heals in- 
stant] the h we had 
ior a moment isserts it- 
f, and our work is a fragment and 
must ways ! main so. N h I wife 
nor friends nor fortune m ppetite 
should call « om his wot v] he 
is possessed by this spirit and can ut 
his thought. We are caught ip int 
these regions rarely enough ; let us not 
come down till we are obliged. 
The fullest development of this law, 
it appears in the intellect, is Analog 
Analogy is the highest form of expres- 


} 


sion, the poetry of spe ech; and is ¢ 


ment carried so far that it goes 


and gives a sense of unity and wl 





again. Itis the spheral form a 
in thoug The idea is not o l 











wearing 
tached, 








wae 


enerts 
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great passion, the operation of the mind 
is more complete and the detachment 
more perfect. The thought is not only 
evolved, but is thrown into the air, — dis- 
encumbered from the understanding, and 
set off against the clear blue of the imag- 
ination. Hence the direct and unequivo- 
cal statement of a man writing under the 
impulse of some strong feeling, or speak- 
ing to a thrilled and an excited audience. 
Nature, the world, his experience, is no 


longer hard and flinty, but pl 





vielding, and takes whatever impress his 


mind gives it. Facts float through his 


head like half-pressed grapes in the wine- 


press, steeped and saturated with mean- 
ing, and his expression becomes so round 
and complete as to astonish himself in his 
calmer moments. 

Peo 


as Mm 


e differ not so much in material 


pl 
this power of expressing it. The 
secret of the best writer lies in his art. 
ile is not so much above the common 


stature ; his experience is no richer than 
: but he knows how to put handles to 





his ideas, and we do not. Give a peasant 
his power of expression, or of welding the 


world within to the world without, and 
there would be no very precipitous in- 
juality between them. ‘The great writ- 
er says what we feel, but could not utter. 
We have pearls that lie no deeper than 


his, but have not his art of bringing them 


inland lake that has no visi 





while he is the same lake gifted with a 
copious channel. 


The secret seems to lie in 





ament and in the transmuting and modi- 
fying medium. More or less of filtra- 
tion does it all. Nature makes the poet, 
not by adding to, but by taking from; 
she takes all blur and opacity out of him ; 
condenses, intensifies; lifts his nerves 
nearer the surface, sharpens his senses, 
and brings his whole organization to an 
edge. Suflicient filtration would convert 
charcoal into diamonds; and we shall ev- 
erywhere find that the purest, most pre- 
cious*substances are the result of a refin- 
ing, sorting, condensing process. 


Our expression is clogged by the rub- 





bish in our minds, the fooli 


al matters we load the memory with. 


person- 


Ideas are not clearly defined, as the 


drift-wood in the river spoils the reflect- 
ed image. We feel nothing intensely; 
our experience is a blur without distir 


form and outline; in short, we are in- 
] 


lay. Hence, 


when a slow disease burns the dross 


cumbered with too much « 


earth out of one, how keen and suscepti- 


ble his organization becomes! The mud- 
wall grows transparent. Our senses le 
their obtuseness, our capacity both for 


° , : : 
experience and expression Is eniaraes< 


and we not only live de eper, but nearet 


the surface. 





It appears, then, that, as a general 
our ability to express ourselves is in pro- 
portion to the fineness of our organization. 
Women, for this reason, are more ade- 
quate in expressing the mselves than men: 
they stand removed one decree farther 
from the earth, and are conscious of feel- 


ings and sentiments that are never de- 








fined in our minds; the detachment is 
more perfect ; shades and boundaries are 
more ¢ learly brought out, and consequent 
ly the statement is more round and full. 
One’s capacity for expression is als 
affected by his experi nce, not experi- 
ence in time and space, but soul-expe- 
joy, sorrow, pleasure, pain, love, 


ration, and all intense feeling 





he genesis of the inward man 
is unfolded. What one has lived, that 


out- 





alone can he adequately say. 
ward is the measure of the inward; it is 
as the earth and sky: so much earth as 
we see, so much sky takes form and out- 
line. The spiritual, it is true, is illimita- 
ble, but the actual is the measure of that 
part of which we are made conscious. Ex- 
perience furnishes the handle, but t 
tellect must supply the blade. 
Intense feeling of any kind afterward 
vives us more entire command over sol 
thought or power within us. Every in- 
undation of passion enriches and gives 
us a deeper soil. The most painful ex- 
perient es are generally the most produc- 


tive. Cutting teeth is by no means a 





ant operation, yet it increases our 


plea 
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ls. 0 ives are ni t thoroughly shap- The language of the actual ind th prac- 
out and individualized till we have | tical applied to the ideal brings it at once 
ed and suffered in every part of us. A within every! ody’s reach, tames it, and 
it feeling reveals new powers in the familiarizes it to the mind. If the writers 
mul, as a deep breath fills air-cells in the on met uphysics would deal more in our 
ws that are not reached by an ordi- eve ry-day speech, use commoner illustra- 
ry i halation. Love first revealed the tions, seek to find some inte rpreter of the 
tic gift in ulis; and in reading the feelings and affections of the mind in 
itobiography of Goethe, one can but Nature, out of the mind itself. and thus 
we the quickening of his powers after keep the lifi -principle and the thougl 
y new experienc 1 new love was principle constantly wedded, making them 
Ww pu ven the shuttle,and anew mutually elucidate and explain each 
ul was a 1. er, they would be far 1 e fruitful and 
en satisfying. Cousin is the only writer we 
r su t i know of who has made ar uttempt at 
ul iat 7 this, and we believe him to be the most 
ossible, is consistent and intelligent metaphysician 
pressive. Sax that has yet appeared. Surely, one can- 
) pien ® not reasonably object to the heicht in the 
nse and heavens from which a man steals his fire, 
1 form if he can feed it with his ! land cook 
ting « meat with it Th h t ‘ y of 
fat S our ideas be traceabl Jove | Olym- 
vient handles pus, they must marry tl sisters 
casy to the facts of common | ] ¢ e, 
hnsor I before the can | Pp e@ of any- 
oe es, and ne thing positive and valt 
V if J I | riods act like 1 Proverbs give us the les ns in the 
er of the third kind,—the power ap- art of expression. See what vast truths 
ed always exceeds the weight raised; and principles informing such s mple and 
hile the terse, laconic style of later writ- common facts! It reminds one of suns 
sis eminently a lever on the first prin- and stars engraved on buttons and knife- 
] in rive m i the utmost handles. Proverbs come from the charae- 
ase on the subject in band. ter, and are alive and vascular. There is 
Che language of life, and of men who blood and marrow in them. They give 
ik to derstood, should be used us pocket-editions of the most volumi- 
e in . A great principle noustruths. Theirs is a felicity of expres- 
red to a common word or a famil- _ sion that comes « nly at rare moments, and 
illustration never looses its hold upon that is bought by long years of expr 
mind tis ce seeing the laws of As- ence. 
onomy in the swing of a pendulum, or There is no waste material in a good 
the motio f the boy’s ball, —or the proverb ; it is « r me¢ n egg,— 
v of the tides and the seasons appear- a happy result of logic, with the logic left 
¢ in the beating of the pulse, or in in- out; and the writer who shall thus con- 
¢ and expiring the breath. The dense his wisdom, and as far as px 


ir and the remote are head and tail give the two poles of thought in every 


the same law, and good writing unites expression, will most thor 





m, giving wholeness and continuity. men’s minds and heart 








re 


el 


Tw 
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ITALIAN EXPERIENCES IN COLLECTING “OLD MASTERS.” 


As the taste for collecting objects of 
art is rapidly developing in America, it 
may be not without profit to point out 
some of the pitfalls which attend the ama- 
teur in this pursug, especially in Italy, 
that exhaustless quarry of “ originals” 
and “old masters”; though it should be 
remembered that a work of art may be 
both original and old and very bad too,— 
its intrinsic worth being a separate ques- 
tion from its age and authenticity. The 
results given are drawn from an actual 
experience of many years. 

The most obvious risk is from the coun- 
terfeiter, — not from the vulgar shams dis- 
tributed so widely over the world from the 
well-known manufactories of paintings in 
France, England, and other parts, which 
can deceive only the most ignorant or 
credulous, but from talent itself debased 
to forgery and trickery. 

Many of the antique bronzes, terra-cot- 
tas, vases, classical and medieval relics, 
so jealously cared for in the collections 

re 


of Europe, are the clever imitations of a 


poor and honest artist in one of the Ital- 
: 


ian cities, whose miniature studio might 


almost be put inside one of our old-fash- 


ioned omnibuses. His designs, taken from 
genuine antiques, are reproduced with 
fidelity, and the coatings and marks of 
time counterfeited by chemical means 
He sells his 


productions as imitations, at prices that 


and skilful manipulation. 


barely provide him with daily bread, 


eking out his subsistence by repairs and 
restorations, in which he is equally hap- 
py: Living in obscurity, without the cap- 
ital or sagacity to make himself known to 
the publi +, he is at the mercy of those 
who are interested in keeping him in 
privacy and buying his artistic labors at 
the wages of a clodhopper. His own 
responsibility goes not beyond fulfilling 
orders for the imitation of certain ob- 
jects, the process of which he frankly 


explains to the inquisitive visitor. But, 


once in dishonest hands, antiquity and 


authenticit 


tation. 





y replace modernism and imi- 


There are two ways of seduction and 
deceit. The one and safer for the opera- 
tor is the suggestive, in which appearances 
are made by consummate tact and artful 
. 


flattery to excite the imagination of t 


buyer so that he is led to believe what he 
desires without compromising the agent. 
The other is positive intrigue and absolut 
lying, so nicely done that the wealthy 


amateur is fleeced often in a fashion that 


confers a pleasure, and which, though he 

may subsequently detect it, gives him but 
: jugnt) 

a lame chance at redress. In most in- 

stances he deserves none. For stir i- 

lated by vz 


rd for art, he has offered so lar 





or fashion, without any 


true reg 





a premium for a name, that it would in- 
deed be wonderful, if a corresponding 


supply were not created. The living artist 
is s ymetimes sorely te mpted to pander to 
illusions to secure that appreciation which 
the world gives more lavishly to fashion 
than to merit. Michel Angelo tested this 
disposition, even more current in his tim 
than now; thouch some say it was don 
unknown to him. At all events, hav- 
ing finished the statue of a Cupid, after 
breaking off an arm, it was buried, and 
in due time discovered, disinterred, and 
bre ueht to the notice of a distineu shed 
Roman dignitary, who pronounced it to 
be a genuine antique al d paid a lare 
price for it, well pleased, as he had reason 
to be, with his prize. But afterwards, th 
deception being exposed, and the proof 
by means of the missing arm given that 
it was the work of the then unknown 
Florentine sculptor, the disenchanted con- 
noisseur was furiously indignant, and dis- 
posed to take prompt vengeance upon 
the parties concerned. 

To come back to our own day. Let 
us suppose a rich collector to have ar- 
rived in some well-known Italian market 
for art, — picture-jockeying is much the 


same everywhere,— in pursuit of “ orig- 





























latter mysti- 


fication, wi intelligence to tell 


bad one, and } 





a good pi a 

rit | snaintar eo | _ y l 
parrot-like acquaintance with names ar 
schools. They are of all classes, from the 
decaved gentleman and artist, to shop- 
keepers, cobblers, cooks, and tail 
find in the large commissions gained a 
temptation to forsake their petty legiti- 


mate callings for the lottery-like excite- 





ments and finesse of picture-dealit 


ias the stranger gone to:his he tel 





than a watch is put upon his movements, 























and bribery and « lerv used to get ac- 
cess to | l It is tl sensale’s business 
to discover and offer pictures He is 
supposed to know the locality of every 
one, good or bad, 1 neighborhood 
However lous of each other, all are 
loyally } 0 | her to tak in th 
strang I cued with the deal artist, 
owner, ¢ or servant ny one, 
in tact, tha possi im st d 
between tl nd his « t has 
become ult 1 I 0S ty, es cially 
for ti insient visitors, t purchase anvlhing 
whatever without paying a heavy toll to 
inte! nedaiates Wi th consp wy 18 
i 1, t 1ugmeniitwon oi 
price abo vhat would be required in 
dirt dea x with the owner is some- 
times dou or even quadruple. Occa- 
siona V; however, DY way of compensa- 
tion for t eral evil, the s i 
ha ¥ set ’ ze, offer it first to the 
amateur, in view their own increase of 
gain over what the dealer would allow 
I t! way od tures not untrequent- 
ly escape the merchant, and reach the 
lector at a lower price than if they 
had gone directly to the former. 
The sensali re not witho th us 
n another re So indirect and un- 
lerhand is the Italian’s mode of deating 
in these matters, at d soe entric his no- 


tions as to value, that a foreigner is apt 


to be spec lily disgusted or d 





iven away 





ie magni » of demands which in 
reality t sell never expects to ré l- 
1Z He1 the negotl ition is best don 








ed his price, leaving the se l to make 
, 1 : - «6 ’ 

what he can tor himseil. NO purchase re 

however, should give heed to any state- 


ment about the history or authenticity 


| to him through such 














and 

tract l Ss progress. ] ~ ne ial of 
I 

his judgment 1th ‘ lity of his 

+} + 1 } - 

iwination a ested L se 3s of ex 

l vents as cde i as tl itmosp! ical 














not to be entrapped by comes or! ica- 
1 ’ 
tions. He has; | st of « " 
ers, and therefore pre in be : 
pict sor orig ’ lirect from « 3 
and convents Alii ns have a p i- 
oti pride im getting rid o trash the 
expense of the fo r. The more com- 
1 
n 1 baits to ¢ rap Dy ) } ! pic- 
: ) 
tures mysteriously boxe grandly bap- 
. — , ‘ . . 
tized. and liberally decorated with aristo- 
} ' 1 
( itic SCais a d « wy ue t with acaden il 
certificates, anom | with refined flattery 
} } + } load 
ma OvDset is Cf I sy l uy, 
his J ( be x too knowing to be 
sedu ed ] ) l ost i sly 
fur ished-up t of sno t y set abou 
to acco him W or nals from 
first hands substi old fran 
4 1 , 
for new, airtyl the } tures, and her 
ingenious processes familial to the initiat- 
ed. and then putting them ont to boa l 
| ] } r 
in nobie villas, al aces, or otner 
i 
lo ilities the most 1! wr goou pic- 
, tl 
tures to be dis / anice ith a 
romance of decayed family-cran leur.—by 
} ° 1 1 5 
emploving new agents, and 0} hints saga- 
] c z 
. . ag : ae ‘ 
ciousiy convevé i] ) e buyer, i urios- 


ity is excited, hopes raised, and, fina y 


with much trouble at l enhanced expense 


he triumphantly carries off the very pic- 
‘ 1 , 

tures which in a shop he could not be 

tempt 1 to look at for fe ir of being caught 


‘aff. but which now, from a well- 
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got-up romance, have acquired a peculiar 
value in his eyes. Not that this sort of 
delicate miystific ation is reserved exclu- 
sively for foreigners. For we have de- 
tected in an altar-piece, borne away as a 
great prize by an Italian friend from a 
secluded little chapel attached to a noble 
villa in the vicinity of Florence, a worth- 
less specimen of an old painter, from one 
of the secret depositories of the city, which 
had long been wholly unsalable on any 
terms. 

Honest dealing exists in Italy, as else- 
where, and there are men whose state- 
ments may safely be received. But let 
the purchaser be cautious when led into 
out-of-the-way places to see newly found 
originals, and be slow to give heed to sto- 
ries of churches being permitted to sell 
this or that work of art because they have 
a fagade to repair or an altar to deco- 
rate, —and particularly if there be said 
anything of an inheritance to divide, or 
a sad tale of family distress requiring the 
sacrifice of long-cherished treasures, back- 
ed up by a well-gotten-up pantomime of 


unlockings and lockings, passages through 


mysterious corridors and vast halls, eau- 


tious showings amid a crowd of family-re- 
tainers or a retinue of monks. Sometimes 
the most wary is thus seduced into offer- 
ing tenfold its worth for a common ob- 
ject thus seen by a carefully arranged 
light and with artificial surroundings. 
Many good pi tures are still to be had 
’ 


in Italy, if properly approached by those 


who know thoroughly the habits of the 
country. There are, however, but two 
means of procuring them: either to pay 
their full value as fixed by rival collec- 
tors, or to secure them by fortuitous cir- 
cumstances for trifling sums. The ex- 
t 


ordinary chances of discovery and the 
extreme variations of price attending this 
pursuit are curious and instructive. A 
few examples are worth relating. In 
1856, a small picture, by Niccolé d’ Alun- 

», was sold in Florence, by an artist to 
a dealer, for forty dollars; in a few weeks 
resold to an Englishman for five hundred ; 


exhibited at the Manchester Exhibition, 





whence it subsequently passed into the 
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gallery of a distinguished personage for 
twenty-five hundred dollars. The “ Le- 
da” of Leonardo, repainted from motives 
of prudery by the great-grandfather of 
Louis-Philippe, was bought at the sale of 
that ex-king’s pictures in Paris, in 1849, 
for thirty dollars, restored to its primitive 
condition, and sold, we are informed, for 
one hundred thousand francs. Ten years 
ago, an Angel, by the same artist, was 
found in the old-clothes market at Flor- 
ence by an artist, bought for a few pence, 
cleaned and sold to Prince Galitzin for 
twenty-two thousand francs. The * For 
tune” of Michel Angelo, or what w 
supposed to be, not long since was di 
covered in the same locality in a disas- 
trous condition, secured for a few shil- 


ib 
ssib 


ie, 





lings, put in such order as was Pp 
tleman 
for three hundred dollars and a pension 


of one dollar a day during the 


and parted with to a French gen 
| 


lives of 
the seller and his son. Quite recently 
one of Correggio’s most beautiful works 


was discovered under the canvas of a 
worthless picture acquired at a public 
auction in Rome for a few dimes, at the 
sale by a princely family of discarded 


resold by its fort 


pictures, an i inate dis- 
coverer for fifteen thousand dollars, al- 
though the original proprietor instituted 
a suit against him for its recovery, but 
without success. In Florence, within three 
years past, a fine portrait, by Titian, of 
the Doge Andrea Gritti, was picked out 
from a large lot of worth! 


hless canvases for 


six dollars. The Madonna del Gran Du- 
ca, at the Pitti, was bought by the father 
of the late Grand Duke, with some other 
pictures, 


f 


f a widow, for a few dollars 


Instances like these mi 





to show that in all times prizes do strange- 


and that | ic- 


ly and unexpectedly occur, 
tures in their fortunes resemble their au- 
thors, often passing from extreme poverty 
into princely homes. 

The changes in the money value placed 
upon the same works in different epochs 


are also curious. 





Indeed, a history of the 
caprices of art would be vastly entertain- 
ing. In 1740, at the sale in Paris of M. 


i I 


Crozat’s collection, a drawing by Rapha- 














Tha lian Expe ree ces in 


The 


same 





drawing it the sal ot 
1 ) 
l 
f Io 
154 
l i iv? ‘ 
d’ ¢ equiv t now to thirty dollars 
At pres¢ \ d ng a fabulous sum, 





ing, gold wkero l pictures of the 
schools « Giotte nd his successors. ow- 
ing to the cor nt the pseudo-cl ssical 
French taste had excited for the ve] 
I ought ¢ I 1 sed cl ches and 
convents and ] ly | ned to obtain 
the trifling cold which rema 











, , ' 
iIncuined to 1 it O | tor 
such as ha the ravages of time 
and Vanda l san rovern- 

+1 
s dest 1 in 

' ’ 
nt decrees to nrevent 
{ v. seq , . 
L j ne 
' ] S I - 

erty 

1 1 , . 7] 
paid for e> el the stranger has small 
chance of s essfully copin vy with the ar- 


tifices that beset his every step. He 


be well-grounded in the history of Italian 
wiabnitucin geal wasn 

I 0 

edge of the tecl 





— owe I y 3 
names, to the verv 1 
ind skent | 


f great reputations. Many 
seen 


eculat 


couriers, who, having artfully inoculated 
their emp! s with a taste for originals, 
take care to s ply tl de mand, ore at] 


to the benefit of their own pockets and 
whom they 
We 


been called by a countryman to 


with 


ig their masters into connection. 





admire his gallery of Claudes, Poussins, 
cembrandts, Mu 3 and =Titians, for 
Bee 
‘ly sum, 


in rec- 





up eX- 








c lle et ng = Old Mast rs.” dS l 


pressly to entrap the unwary. One pic- 
ture, worth, perhaps, for mere decoration, 
fifty dollars, had been secured as a creat 
favor for twenty »] ndred doll 5, t 





* last price” asked for it being three thou- 





sand. Another, by a feeble artist of th 
Ua » Do e St hool, had vpeen Conve l, 
by a substitution of names and st 
touchings ip, into a brilhant Gue , 
t the cost of nearly one thousar lol- 
lars, ¢ vhich the own cot about - 
third, t conteck S$ pocks the t 
some an irs «ce e themselves - 
ter a manner which acc s the dea of 





ort eman entered a we known 110 
in I ) nee n many V« rs since A 
inquired the price ta pict 

SUX lollars: t paintin s by Fu- 





rini,” was t r 

“T will take it.” said th ] : 
eag y insisting ul pay ng tor it r 
spot Wiicl vas nos I than ie 
tur l round to the am l artist and - 
umphantly ex laimed, * Do you know you 
have s i me a Murillo for no 7 

Benvenuti, President of the Academy 
of Florence, was once asked to attest the 
orig. lity oO in Andrea brought to him 
by some speculators I should be | ip- 
py to gratify you, gentlemen,” he repli- 
ed, “ but unfortunately I saw the picture 


ecerti 





vertheless, 


painte 
i 








obtained from more facile author 
the painting officially | 


ket. 





Certificates ¢ 
be re eived as cautiously as the pictures 
themselves ; perhaps more h 


are more easily forged. 





the former are valuable only as 


and 


and both are trustworthy only 


honest 


the opinions of compet 
judges ; 


‘ } t 


so far as they are attached to the pic- 


tures to which they legitimately belong. 
and 
, f , 

Ke pt 10T SKli- 
We have even detected in 


} 


Genuine pictures have been sold 
their documentary evidence 
ful imitations. 
certificates the fraudulent substitution of 
names. And sometimes, when honestly 
given, their testimony is of no value. One 


professional certificate in our possession, 


























good judges and obtained posts of | I 
in K alleric of Europe Even when 
d ted, their owners ) vays repu- 
I 
: : 
i 1@1r ST yus treasu hey giv 
, 
ir « ‘ is it of doubts or 
( l ] ! in | Ino vie l lil- 
a s was Micheli of Florence 
Ir vy of } R s and the se for a 
time mad of his w s, I must rank as 
1 4} 
a forget ough they are Vv in es m 
S for the " " lev 1ess. Some 
— 
! ver in 1 0 s, with the 
Ol ¢ it them A Ra- 
_. “”ae 1 
phael of his make lor eraced the Impe- 
i 
Gallery of Russ H | not con- 
f himself to | " titions, but con- 
cocted new ‘ ‘ combining 
p S Ss | { es 1 VW m-eaten 
pa or n ed ca 3 ith such 
va ( sorr ) ( i vy } Psup- 
’ ’ } 
posed a we n i have mace 
itt peat gy i icas i eshe colm- 
I 
D ons s( i 3 i h yrtions 
unfinished, ing yusiy d ving the sur- 
: 1 
Taces, and giving to them that crac i- 
D lain appearance common to the old 
masters. Y t 8 prepare l was oht 


at his studio for one 





siom d toa P 


time discovered, and 





master in an exceed 


what dilapidated state, but believed to be 


intact beneath the varnishes and grime 





of centuries, brought to the ears of a Rus- 


sian, who after a delicate and wearisome 


neg ti ation obt 





ruined it for eight hundred 
dollars, and perhaps paid half as much 
more to 


the manufacturer for cleaning 


and restoring 





reputations 
i 
1d profitable 


lh: > > } 4 
this Way many works oO! 


names. 
} } ’ 


muecn local 





terest, and often indeed of equal merit 
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to those they are made to represent 
to the serious detriment of 
f art. Lombardy, 





oe a 
uons especi ally have suilier- 





eption be 

















pedigrees are lo ticism is often sore- 
, ' 
Vv! xed to decide upon a hit 
‘ i 
Out of the multitudes of pictures in the 
European galleries, which are so « l- 
edly baptized in catalo ues, tl pu 
would urprised to learn how f ( - 
par ly ean be histor ll t ed to 
, | : ’ 
tHe! i 1i0rTsS ne maior V named 
pon the autl of local 3. wl 
| 
lainta e with art may t lin ‘ 
r « ult r Ww > 1 < h 
op 3 ca sathoved 4 e best 
availa S Hence th it 
( nges he r ¢ lat 8 VW in- 
I tl retore ( nt su h « 3 
infa cCey those « ‘ in- 
te l ev und histo , ) ay 
al veacha 
rl } gy , 
‘ ( a 1ding fen a € 
{ 1 4] . 
I 1 I ) wma ‘ é nee r 
T t ‘ ' +} } , 
| pa trom ( 3 | ) 
I ‘ ind I nt! 1 by 
] 
i n As 1 t K In us ad se 
culty increases, from the ¢ W h 
1) 

( once we 1 names, 
and it creater untifo y of i 
cesses and the more limited 1 of mo- 

. ; 
tives of the ear artists 
} ‘ : ‘ f 1 
| creat religious masters o thir- 





ourteenth centuries 
them crowds of scholars, who trav- 


elled with 





m from city to city, partak- 
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ing in their 





commissions and executing 


| _— - . . 
their designs, especially of ez-vofo pictures, 





multiplied in that z 


lhe 


hamil 


ce by the piety of noble 


s, to commemorate some special in- 


terposition of divine power in their behalf 
Their 


1en- 





and to h ir patron saints. 


the Madonr 


Jesus in hera 


usual ec ions were 





ms, 

















of Ra- 
phael’s Leo Tenth passed undetected even 
» had himself work- 


ed on the itter Rubens and Vel 


imitated and copied 


by Giuli , wh 


squez 
i 





great Italian 





masters, particularly Paul Veronese and 
Titian ; t Caracci and 
multiplied ( 

chief Venetiar 


Ferrara the same; and all w 


. 0) 
their followers 








ed lat ‘ Lvi0nS their ow 
in turn is é ( ume nm pula 
rl 
encing om subsequent artis 
process of m plicatio . 
brated Ma na of | » 
fewer than ter ival claiman 





taking of the cl icter of ore 
and often clev eno 1 to be 
with their undoubted works, a 
Portraits, be fy airect s 8 
ture, ar¢ {i ilt t i i I 
t is that « m 1s sO V 
Beside t ibove 
resvora Ss] i ive 
ired i oO ed by 





| ni rtu 1 I n ss ilis ! 

cess is sl ssin Ma 
to t | 1 washtul 
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- ed } ures, oO 

those icate but « npha tou 
bespeak the master-stroke, | 
cold, | hard su ces l 
opaq sl s and cruck 

of tone, and in msequen W 


orated sentiment as well as « 


ound 


1 } } 
Knowledge and 





-like handling whi 


primary reputation are now fo 


leaving little behind them ey 


composition to sustain it in 


with modern work. 


is this wanton injury, that of 
i Inadequate to r 


ork he 





monize the whole and make it 


and new, the restorer passes 


brush over the 





has rubbed of 


compet 


As bad, howe 
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Works, 
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cele- 
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1 : 
finally ol 
es . 
originaiuty t 


served after 


injury Euro] 


ceived is in 


sullice as a 


years gone by, 


ltalian Expe rience s in c 


ires whatever of technical 


here might still have been pre- 


the cleaning. The extent of 
pean galleries have thus re- 
} 1 


ilculable. One instance will 


n example of many. Some 


the Titian’s Bella Donna 


of the Pitti was intact. Unluckily it got 
ls of a professional clean- 

ed dealer happened to be 

n it was rehung. Look- 

1imed,—“ Two weeks 


ori la A 
As th 

nopoty ¢ t} 
son are 


oO 1 L 
and ‘ 

and ! 
cK ior t 





t 1 
ar ito 
h +t} 
1 the « 
a ! 
must re ( 


them How 
is the Sien 


nave riven the G and Duke 


i pounds tor that picture on 





I w l not vive two 
i spiaces mor ot the 
‘ es it with t restorer 
ls generally have a mo- 
calle ry, tine contents of 
L toa juire a strange 
rf rnal character, while 
s; in the same degree are 
em. These remarks, 
m pplicable to past than 
s: f 1 reform founded 
principles is being every- 
1 ited. 
O Ally deepen in ton 
protected from humid- 
liancy and clearness 
, 
T 
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e only by those acquaint- 
ld methods. In perfect con- 
t paintings cannot be. We 
vem for what the y are, with 
rs and changes of time upon 
interesting in this respect 


Here the re- 


se Gallery 





ollecting “Old Masters.” [ November, 


storer has been stayed, and we find tl 
pictures genuine as time itself. and mx 
precious by far to the student than th 


most glar 





ing and “ refreshed ” surf: 





those works in other galleries which ar 
the wonder and admiration of superficial! 
observers. 


The 


is to harmonize permanently the new 





reatest difficulty of the rest 


hicles with the old; for the fresh ti 
are always liable to assume a differs 
tone from the original, which havs 


ready been chemically acted upon | 


time. 


v 
1 IS ace 
es, I 

eve 

( r n 
e success 








' ‘ 
inals, at la oF ces, with the u il muar- 
anties of authenticity. To disarm sus- 
picion, he was accustomed to allow him- 
self to be seen at work only upon ch P, 
vulgar pictures, pretending he was com- 
1 dol- 

he was 

1 i Lilt 





ng, but 
pon th 
sus 
cess i1e@38 In 


1 compo- 


y ? ° } 
Fresco and tempera paintings were chief- 


ly intended for the interiors of churches 
or public buildings, whose dim light har- 
monized their more or less crude and posi- 
tive tones. It w is, howeve r, only through 


the } 1¢} ] 1] 


sadth and freedom of wall 





paint 


that the ambition of the early masters 








— 








12a°07 r 


was fully aroused and their powers found 
ample scope. Out of it they created a 
world of art unknown and unappreciable 
by those who cannot view it as it exists 


in the consecrated localities and amid the 


solemn associations whence it originated. 


All over Italy, by the road-side and in 


the sanctuary, there exists untold treas- 














ure of this sort, pure, grand or qu 

telling truth with the earnestness of 

conviction, and exhaling beauty through 

aroused feeling and refined sentiment, 

overflowing with virei power and ex- 

alted efforts. E where untransport- 

able, often s trodden ex- 

cept by ft] { { s l peasant or 
heavy i l en only by en- 

thusiastic s ‘ mor sofa 

noble ar i being awake i 

into vital ex Ice t 

of ago i i wl S 

uncover and ) 

those pri $ i 

ten bart , 
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to their E 

every souve! ri i 

now cared 

i nora ] 

edar of its ] ila 

of the coun ' 

publican 1 
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] } + . o  &. 1 
freedom and ¢ ‘ rise. And the highest 





clory that can bestowed upon these 
monuments is their careful conservation 
r restorat l the 
designed ; n ng | o 

+ +} 
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1 ac- 
quisition demands of Italy the strict con- 
servation of ar Her monuments are 
funds at int st f post Indeed, 
} hood depet 1 no stinted meas- 
ure upon h ce attractions. And 
nowl t i livelier feeling for a 
tistic beauty ter respect for the past, 
and a wider-s knowledge of art. In 

ll times | other 7 es come within 


her borders to enjoy and study that which 


till so lavishly bestow. 
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Tourists soundly rate Ita 
sordid indifference to their art, attribut- 
ing to the pee ple 


mercenary or ignorant class with whom 


at large the spirit of the 


n contact. It is true that 


they are most 
others may hear, as we 
} 


, ; 
a noble marquis, in reply to a question 


about his family-pictures, * 


domo; had your question been about 
horses, I could have told you.” They may 





meet aristocratic personages not above 
acting the pi ture n rt in- 
ner, and, still worse, receive propositions to 
buy works of art robbed from | pla 
But such instances are uncomn lr 
— . ; ; 
common feeling is an enthus D ‘ 


and the 
for the 


works that hi 





belonging to her | und 
upon Dy nding them to tl 
f France, may still find its « 
eling, if not in fact, amor 
ng laughters of that city 
then,” she exclaimed, “ dost 
yvanni Battista, thou vile broker 
very, miserable huckster of far- 
ost thou presume to come hither 


: intent to lay thy fingers on th 


ornaments which belong to the « 





emen,— despoiling, as thou hast 
long done and art ever doing, our city of 


the fairest 


ornaments to embellish strang 


lands therewith ? I 





from reverence to t 
father-in-law. from whom I had them. and 


ir to 








from the love I be 
to defend them, while I have life 


blood. Away with thee 


mean 





with my own 


then, base cre 





again thou shouldst be so bold as to cor 


on a similar errand to this house, thou 
shalt be taught what is the respect due to 
the dwelling of a gentleman, and that t 

thy serious discomfort ; make sure of it 


And so she drove the 


with 


intriguing bar- 


vainer away, “ reproaches of such 


intolerable bitterness, that the like had 
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an I se, as s 
Mary § inton’s bed- m 
r wher Doctor 
ig e tne ! 1 hand on ei- 
S tl el rs, and 

\ y 
I P m the creaky 


1 i l tw » sticks 
ogs ed away 
l th 1 April 
i l in el- 
t tut in 
i 1 
- har 
x qu I 1e! 
i I hs S { 
S i nite 
l up 
i i ) 
5 m i is 
I rv, « had not en 
17 
8 s Her il 
I v noth- 
{ nothing but 
od still in 


’ , 
} is the en, Dut 
? , 
‘ ad t lese? ible 
Y } } 
l ad know, who 








\ l iw a e that this face 
s . had been lovely, a true 
N ] 11 y, quaint and trim 
and ¢ s tl slaty-gray s! ow-bir 
with s white brea t, and soft bright eyes, 
that haunts tl sky fir-trees and daz- 
Zing ll-side slopes w n no other bird 
dar how l a let, shy creature, 
} 





endurance, its 
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SCRAN’. 
and I the str 
chirp and | w repeti n dearer than the 
gay song of lark or robin, because a win- 
lI neve been « 8 
1; if they said 
she was “a real pretty girl ( t 
kindly nad ntl i the ( I o 
nacula ind T Scrant l- 
lage joiner, was first to find hat tl 
at il ( il face. with its prot i v1 
its mild hazel eye ” 
mouth, was Lt So To 
ur l \ ad Cll l ke \ “ mart i 
1 ‘ . West. and 
ej r rd M ] ‘ 
V i ( i ] I a lad- 
d be taken up } ht } e 
dead | tra 1 back fi 
] } ; ) ] 
I ither and rt he r he was 
{ vs 
| ibou ‘ h 1 1 la Ss 
left for Mary. She « work now, 
nd she t to board w her ha s- 
t the D ield tailo 3 
Mary § ‘ — tenn > Wes 
she did t want to en 
h YS sake All ‘ ss i I 
her st oth went out of tl 1 with 
Lom 1 she had no « ory care to 
live w ut hin She did not say so to 
h ste Miss would have 
scolded her smartly nor did she tell 
Doctor Par] but she prayed about it 
and kept it in her heart all those sil t 
days that she sat sewing baby thes, and 


looking forward to 
through 


S} 


even 


Tom. 





too, and then they 
er;—for Mary had a positive tempera- 
ment, without hope, because without im- 
agination ; what she had possessed and 
lost ex lipsed with her all uncertainties of 
the future ; 


of 


and she thought seven times 


Tom where she once thouvht of he r 





einer. eae 








588 . Ti nity Seran’. TN vembe r, 
child, though she took pains to make its ed Lovina, who had squeezed her tears 
garments ready, and knit its tiny socks, back, lest the two or three that inclined 
and lay the lumbering old cradle, that to fall should spot the baby’s blanket 


she had been rocked in, with soft and 


warm wrappings, lest, indeed, the child 
should live longer than its mother. So 
she sat in Miss ’Viny’s bed-room in an 
old rush-bottomed rocking-chair, sewing 
and sewing, day after day, the persist- 
ent will and intent to die working out 
its own fulfilling, her white lips growing 
more and more bloodless, her transparent 
cheek more wan, and the temples, from 
which her lustreless hair was carek ssly 
knotted away, getting more hollow and 
clear and sharp-angled. 

And now she lay on the bed, one hand 


under her cheek, the other picking rest- 


lessly at the blanket, — for consciousness 


was fluttering back. 


“ Give me the brandy, Aunt Rhody,” 


said Doctor Parker, softly. 

He poured a few drops into the spoon 
she brought, and held it to Mary’s lips. 
The potent fluid stung the nerves into 
life again, and quickened the flickering 
circulation ; her thin fingers lay quiet, 
her eyes opened and look« l clear and 
calm at the Doctor. He tried to rouse 
her with an interest d 





eper to most wom- 
en than their own agony or languor. 

“ You’ve got a nice little girl, Mary,” 
said he, « heerfully. 

The ghost of a smile lit her face. 

“I’m content,” said she, in a low whis- 
per: 

Aunt Rhody brought the baby and laid 
it on its mother’s arm. The child stir- 
red and cried, but Mary took no notice ; 
her eyes were fixed and lazing. Sud- 
denly she smiled a brilliant smile, stretch- 
a 


ed both arms upward, dropping her baby 


from its place. Only for one moment 
that recognizing look defied death and 
welcomed life; her arms dropped, her 
jaw fell;— it was over. 

“T guess you'd better take the baby 
into the kitchen, Miss Loviny,” said Aunt 
Rhody ; “’tisn’t considered lucky to keep 


’em round where folks has died.” 


“Luck a’n’t anything,” grimly return- 


‘ but I’m re in’ to take her o 
kitchen, because I calculate to 
winder in here.” 

So the baby and Aunt ’Viny w 


It was a new thing and a hi 


for Lovina Perkins to have a | 


her hands; she would rather h: 


ed herself with the care of a farm, « 
building of a house ; she could wo 





could order, ] 





but what to do with a baby? TI 





—- ‘igen a4 
lay, helpless, soft, incapable, not 
scolded, or worked, or made res} 
in any way, the most impracti crea- 
ture possible: a- kitten she could 
I 
et att } 
she could ana ] 
a ba an ul 
screeching creatu with 1s $ 
worse than all other ev Howey | 
couldn’t let it die; so she v afte é 
a } 1 } 
milk, and, with At R y’s help, a 
, ’ ; ' : 
much p en isvust i 
I 
) 
to live, and it lived 
Mary Scranton was bu ly t to 
Tom, and the June grass grew ove 
thei CTAVES, Al L pec le tho of] I 
about it; only every now and the I - 
tor Parker came to Miss Perki: 
to ask after “ baby,” who grew daily fat 
and fair and smiling ; and on one of these 


occasions he met the minister, i 
Goodyear, who had come, as Miss ’Viny 


’ continued she, “I ha’n’t an 





idea what to call her. I don’t favor ecall- 
in’ of her Mary, because that was her 
mother’s name, and I couldn’t think of 
two on ’em at once; and Scripter names 
are generally rather ha’sh. Miss Parker, 
Doctor, kind of favored her bein’ called 
Aribelly, because there was one of that 
name rather come over in the M Ly flow- 


er; but I think it’s too mighty for a child 





that’s got to work ;— what do you say 
| — 


7 
ld 


said the Doctor, as gravely as he could. 


‘I think you're right, Miss 
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590 de i nty Scran NO’ 
scien spare hour, W e the tea- Pp) But i ty had he her’s 
kettle boiled, for undressing * baby,” ri sunny character; she never crie« 
bing ft creature down, — much cood reason, and then scream 
as a groom might have done, only with a and was over w 

loving wh not kept for horses —endu- the q ~ 

ing it with a long night-cown, and toasting he pecial faults were a strong 
its shell pink feet at the fire, till, between lL é ore | obstinacy, — f lts M 
the luxury of ease and warmth and tend- trained, instead of eradi 

ing, “ baby” cooed hers¢ f'to sleep, and lay renty emerged from district-s 
along Miss ’Viny’s lap like a petted kitten, the “’Cademy’s” higher honor 
the firelie un individual as « 
fair he a oft tourteer V 
tinting 1 French shoe to 
fist with a ul. Every morning 




















face too 
n I M 
Si Sev erun ennel, « 
lool uF rers a naughty boys, co i 
hav heved possible it this expres- 

s odd w r- worker [ saw 
| the other ¢ a bad-eyed, bronzed 
“ hard-t ‘ e, W 1 head all 
ancles, a dirtv face, the a a te 
i habiuiments ¢ 1 poor ia 
el I] I l at him aristocra y, and 
thanked the Lord for my mind, my per- 

and manners true Pha 
t ph,—when h blue - eyed 
daughter « r 1d corner and } - 
ed at t tail of his ragged co 

4 ‘ ) I w 

} was willing to ike | with 
when |] him I kr v elo t 
hands were brown and | and d 4 
and mine were little and white a 
scented: but I thought ward 
lief ha be Pr ras i I just thre 
—and I think so still. Wh re, young 
ladies all, learn from tl that the true 
cestu lavied——  sv0 i Lil LAK 1 
essay on that matter some da I will not 





D tup her dead s rs i it 
wa it sl i #o, nor ever i yn mo- 
ment orudged her labor or her time. 


Neither did she spoil Content by over- 


indulgence ; her good sense kept the child 
unharmed, taught her hardy and self-re- 


liant habits, made her useful all the time, 


and, even if Nature had not been before- 


hand with her, would have made her hap- 














tle. se } table wipe 1 the dis 
l 1 I ol i Pp rintic ( 2 
washed her hands and shed | 
T 1 the vreen ( 
] l, as t wea ‘ 
off to school, v re she plodded « 
tions, and wea herself ¢ \ 
ican hist nd crammed 
and v es, for a whe 
Aunt ’Vi ig] micl 
trade y a stout girl « 
the “Lademy knew her no m« 

| e is little in nt 
England vill of the D 

} ‘ + 
i | of 
ple, who ‘ mmonplace ‘ 
S W | brown and ré 
they were rm im, and die re 


in their beds, and are 


among tne m icins and 





ion somewhat m 
the equilibrium. No special be 


the town attracted sun 








was a village of one stre« 





ig a decoro 





straight, crossi 














1 and 
\ 
1) 
I 
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r itsell t bu 3, V 1 “pinies” and hy- 

ore,” to ac- d ( yw 1 then a mat of stone- 

” where the ( » } « ’ \ 1 posy- i 

bbled May- that edged cabbage and potato-plots, 

boys played while, without. the e, B Bet 
pa: 





1 he } 2 

livo, chees hing happened in D ld 
p-oil 1! not! ippened te Ter S va 
ment or! t ( en 1 | S} 
sch t eal ! no t ta gy and 








e ( yf] t Tl ] o un yt , 1 t 
il 1] y ) i ~ | V t t 
] ‘ t ] . ri - ‘ 
1 ‘ ' : . 
i, ¢ i | I ( 7 ‘ 
( es t was a V 8 
by T l wr “ 
to Sry ] 
; } 
ve ind a 
t on . 
‘fT 1 ' , 
I iear, VV nd I 
1 W } 
v t I Ll < tex 
bb ia t P ( 
fn iD and t accord \ 
I ! to I sl | like t vt nitv S 
s never b was ] fact, I : 
) ] t ‘ y 
to sell is 1 era i that y i! ( 
! ’ 
t pr ed to t me e as the t , 
t i i 
entarast af make them to order, s ¢ t 1 n 
— ee ae nen-scratches to < : 
¥ } } | 7 . } 
iter ) S at is a estial yes i 
tf l¢ thar » eet forth 1 
) l to t ’ ) f 7 
T t y f ( 
} ‘ } 
credit I want | W ere you 1 » < 
to Ss wi ind 
» I must say "Ts was 
Try . h p os 
1m Mitts » had fresh ros} 
I vn ¢ s, h to ma t ( 
T 3 is verba- nos indeniably 7 i v mo h, 
and strong, white t i . 
1s a hay-seale, 8 e every one showed I 1 
ind, at respect ed, and she laughed a g ut | 
reet, white or she had a dum heure, and Lia 





hed | st UY cood-temper l 

y +} ol 

lows. fent ti- voice in speech or nging s 
} r 

Burg idv rose- only sang hymns. ior a \ y- 








592 ’Tenty 


body in Deerfield liked ’Tenty Seran’ ; 
Ol and : wing, men an | maidens, all had 
a kind velcome for her; and though 
Aunt ’Viny did not say much, she felt 

Bat “everybody has their sorrers,” 
as Hannah-Ann Hall remarked, in one 


( 


her “ ’Cack ny ( mnpositions, and 





ne to hers when she was about 
» Miss Lovina was almost 


len with the rheumatism that 





ul "Tenty had to come back twice 


a day from her work to see to her, so 





that she made it up by staying evenings, 
acainst | ial rules. Now about the 
middl f that May, Doctor Parker’s 
sca} 1 Ned came home from 
sea,— a eat, | ZY, handsome fellow, 
vho had run away from Deerfield in his 
hiltes h \ , because it was so “ darn- 
ed stupid,” to use his own phrase. Doc- 
tor Parker was old, and Mrs. Parker was 
old, too, but she called it nervous; and 


home 3 ipider than ever to Ned, 


rtict is h had broken his ankle 
d was laid on tl fa for a good six 
y ; at . About the second of 
| Lor t Scranton came to 
loo Mrs. Parker’s summer-gowns, 
ps together after their 
I | 
UO! e Ten y t in the “ keeping- 
room,” th | sofa was; and of 
urse N i ! i¢ better to do than 
to wa the gay, good little bee at her 
il, hea ; n stary snatches of 
hymn-singing, laugh at her bright sim- 
plicity, l lin | with her, sailor- 
fashion, * het to-day, and gone to- 
morrow 
"? ty sta) l a lor y time al Mrs. Par- 
ker’s that sumux ; sh seemed to get on 
o slowly with her work, but, as Mrs. Par- 
Ker i 
Why, the fact of it is, "Tenty is so 
in ly and § spry, I can’t see how to 
e her. Ed’ard, he wants a sight of 
waitin’? on; and I am so nervous, and 
husband is afflicted with neuralogy, be- 
le that he is considerable in years, so 


can’t be around as we used to be; and 


’Tenty st ps about and gets Ed’ard his 


Seran’. [ November, 


books, and his victuals, and fixes his pil- 
lows, and ke eps the light out of his eyes, 
so’t he isn’t contented a moment of time 
without she’s right the re.” 

And while Mrs. Parker was conveying 


these ideas to Miss ’Viny, they were be- 





ing illustrated in her own house after this 
fashion :— 
“?*Tenty,” (three weeks had abolished 


the Miss,) “ won’t you give me that blue 





} i ” 


book off the shelf? 


’Tenty sprang up and handed the book, 
and went to her work again, beginning 


under her breath to hum 
“ Sweet fields beyond’? —— 

“Dear me! this pillow has slipped 
away. "Tenty, won’t you fix it?” 

Jump the second ;— the pillow is put 
straight under Ned’s dark curls, though 
he is so helpless she has to raise his head 
with one arm and arrange the cushion 
with the other ; then the seam and hymn 


recommence. 


“T wish I hac 
Jump the thi 


ld water.” 





i 


and the book slips down, and everything 


I 

hymn on the way to the well, and brings 
the water. and holds the valid up to 
drink it, and then the pillows fall again, 


goes wrong and has to be re-arranged 


and at ler eth ’*Tenty goes back to her 





ndow quite it disposed to 
sing, but glowing with a new, shy 


ure, for Ned had looked up at her with 





those great gray eyes that said so much 
more than his lips did, and laid his cheek 
against the stubbed hand that arrang- 
ed his pillows, and said,—“ Oh, ’Ten- 
ty! how good you are!” in tones that 


meant, “and how I love you!” as well, 
though he did not say it. 

So matters progressed from d Ly to day, 
Ned needing more and more care, till | 
made his first progress across the room 
with a cane and the help of *Tenty’s 
shoulder; after’ which experiment he be- 


led by the 





gan to recover rapidly, imp 


prospect of getting away from that house 
and I 


again. 





g free to go where he chose 























ased to amuse or In- 
nuco as she had done ; siX 
weeks had uway with the novelty 
he olor and shy dropping 
~ i 
eye laughed less, almost 
e 3 sighed softly, and looked 
ju ora istead of ray and un- 
It was the old fable of 
) s and death to the frogs. she 
he tI l h earnest; he Knew le 
wa f 
Miss ’\ y! d the change in her 
la J t e€ was a woman who had 
| t Wisad 1 DY € Xp rience, and she 
uid r y grew more exact- 
Vanted he ear- 
o 1 fault with her 
) yenel! y so unlike her 
is é hat Content was 
i if her dreaminess to 
) 4 t’V ny 
Ass N Parker was able to get 
was hea l of in @V- 
I 0 Fr Dim i 
g rm us 
ad l an | ce- 
—~ s \A- 
s lung Old b I 
wked down 
€ , el ' ¢ ™ 
De ] 
ha Vha 
\ er-hand for car- 
4 ty sewed harder than 
W i | T rye i , a 
‘ VI hye LuUSséE ) ¢ 
ine-ter of t 
to sé irst and 
p in what 
ry it love 
straw suse a 
V d no doubt comfort- 
il 
L ) la 
I \ ear 





and rustling like a 


1 pale silks, gieam- 


re ah opera, 


ht bel 


( Vi. 38 
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looking Hamilton 


and ¢ violets at Sydnev 


over the top of her inlaid fan, is no mor 
thrilled ; 
Disturber in Wings, than Biddy in the 
kite hen, ho ling try st 


the 


and rapt and tortured by the 


with her “ b’y” at 





SInK-room wWwint 


years ago, 





the ripples o ber-t t : 1d 
tossing her whit irms wW tossing 
sul in a Vain ag or ¢ ra 1 and 
appeal poets have sung the tf 1ui0n, 
pai rs have painted it ' 
eternal legend of pain and passion, illumi- 
nated with lucent tints of ind the 


warm South, outlined with the s l ue 








purity of classic scenery id 

tion: but I myself never for a ment 

believed that Ariadne was a parti re 

unhappy I pitiabl than Na cy b < 
seal ss, was, when Hi 1 Fenn 

went We t to] ‘ sem ind I 





wey W ud ft ho l 
make as love a picture \a 3 - 
pe jaw projec Ss, and she I 
her nose, ver till x i 
vie figure, none of V 1 add t 
scene ; and Hiram went Sla 
town s e, with at c O 
instead of in a shell I 
silken I l yw Nan 
stories th I t zest i 
had a slow fever after Hiram ir- 
I 1 iy a r al ve 
t ng eve I Paradis V 
lets of gold, would 1 have t 
congruous hugging a ixpenny ¢ l wit! 
a linen collar 

N d rit l i ] 
yw he ibout f ’ 

he had 1¢ v 

Aik til { t y y 
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always needed her. But morethanonce and ’Tenty never could remer 





he joined her after church, walked home _ tunes they sang; and the singers in church 
to the door with her, and cheered her next Sunday asked her why she « 


simple soul with his familiar looks and come in when she got as far as the d 


tones, and words < 


f praise that made and ’Tenty said she thought the benches 


Adriadne Scran’ think Theseus Parker’ were all full! Truth, stern tutor of t! 





a little more than mere man, something historian, compels me to confi t] 
altogether adorable. However,she knew ’Tenty and Ned Parker were sitting 
he was having a very good time when he _ the meeting-house steps most of that ever 


didn’t see her at all. The real reason ing, in a touching attitude; for Ned w 





why she ached and sighed over Squire telling her how his ship had coms 





Hall’s pantaloons was, that she heard port and was going to sail again for Sout! 
Ned in the next room helping Hannah- America, and he had an offer to join | 

Ann Hall pack up the dinner for their as second mate; so he had got to say good- 
grand Snake Hill picnic, and diverting _ bye to his kind little nurse, and so fortl 
the same Hannah-Ann with such witand and so on, with admonitions never to for- 
humor and frolic, that she declared sev- get him, and how he never should forget 


eral times she should split, and begged her, and here was a little locket; ar 














him not to be so funny. nally, sobered by her stifled sol 
Now "Tenty never had a pleasant day, bent down his handsome head, and said, 
unless Ned was with her,—it had got as __ sofily,— 
far as that; and the idea that he could “Won't you kiss me for good-bye, 
and did enjoy himself so thoroughly and ’Tenty ?” 
heartily without her was a dull pang that Dear me! of course she kissed him, 
ate into her soul continually, and made and thought how good he was to he 
her forlorn. Oh, these women! these piti- and told him so. Whereupon | t 
ful creatures! not magnanimity enough — ter and better; and when the sexton came 
a whole race of them to be visible to to ring the bell for nine o’clock, t ol 
t naked eye! jealous dogs-in-the-man- just heard his steps in time to steal away 
: i at ; : 
ger! If they weren’t useful domestical- unobserved throuch the st darkne 
ly, I should vote for having them exter- and so round past the pine-grove Ss 
minated from this great generous world, reaching home at tl 
and give place to some better institution, where Mr. Ned bee: l ag 
which no doubt could be got up by the he stooped to unlatch the gate, ’Te1 
india-rubber companies or the scientific looked so fresh and rosy and sweet w] 
conventions. But as Alphonso of Castile she came in, that Aunt ’Viny growled t 
did not make the world, one must take it herself. found fault with her gruel old- 
as it is; and I will say, for the encourage- ed at the blanket, tipped over the tea- 
ment of philosophers, that I have known cup, and worried "Tenty back into ste 
one magnanimous woman, and shea beau- reality, till the girl stole off to he “] 
tiful woman, moreover. Not to sleep,— oh, no! Waste suc] eet- 
So ’Tenty sewed, and ached,and made ness on sleep? Never! She lay ther 
Aunt ’Viny’s bed and her gruel, read broad awake, and thought it all ov ul 


her Bible and prayed for Ned Parker, how very nice it was to have anylx 
and thought she was growing very old, love her so much, and how she s 
till one night he asked her to go to sing- like to be handsome and smart and wor- 


ol with him; whereupon she put thy so much honor, till the cocl 





ing-sch 





on a pink calico dress, and began to re- ed for dawn, and then she fell asleep, 
cover her youth most wonderfully. nowise daunted by the recollection that 

They went to Master Solon’s singing- Ned had said nothing to her except that 
school, it is true; but they never got she was as sweet as a ripe blackberry 


home to Aunt ’Viny’s till half past nine, and as pretty as a daisy; for to her inno- 
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hull year! And she engag d to Ed’ard 
all that time! I wouldn’t never ha’ be- 
lieved it, ef she hadn’t had his letters to 
show for’t, an’ a gold watch he gin her; 
an’ Miss Parker says she’s knowed it all 
the time.” 

Little more did "Tenty know of psalm 





or sermon: some whirling sounds passed 
her, and then a rush of people. She was 


last to leave the church; and when she 
sot home, and went to make Miss ’Viny’s 


tea. as she tilted the long well-sweep 


down and up to draw her pail of water, 


she looked earnestly down the depths of 
us a 





crvstal. as if to see what lay below, then 


1 


y opened her left hand above it ;— 


quiet 
hing bright fell, dashed the clear 





some 


drops from a fern that grew half-way 





inst a projecting stone, 


I 
ish, and was gone. "Tenty 


down, tinkled 
ma le a little sy 
took up her pail and went into the shed ; 
and Ned Parker’s locket lies at the bot- 
tom of the well, for all 1 know, to this 
day. Thenceforth ’T nty cri d no more; 
though for many weeks she was grave, 
wre ed, pining. 


Winter set in with furious storms and 





’Viny grew better e could sit up; at 
leneth could move al t und at last, 
oO sht when she sat | he f Knit- 
t lenly looked | Fenty and 
said 

You haven’t seen Miss Parker lately, 
l 1, Content 

| tv shivered a lit 


“ Well, it appears is though you should 
wo and see her: she’s a weakly wom 
but ean set her ba » area i 








know t what such " | | 1 
e i ’*n others It’s a world 
f o” vale ind eve vor ly hasn’t 
] ie m, to bend when the 
wind vs.” 

I Lord sends the wind, Aunt 
’"Viny 

= Lord sends evé ly 
f lon’t allow it; they’d y if 
to the door of man, so’s to ft l fi t 


oy > 
scran. 


send t 


and yo 


) per ple is their own 
| 

a . 

u'll know it before y« 


*Tenty turned away to her 


convinced by Miss ’Viny’s 


inward 


7 ¥ nty 


I ly thi 
her own way for all that. 
a) 





ered far less th 


Tor nad mation 


way, 


yu die 


Ww K 





Ww 


that Ned Parker had 


d himself with 


h 





from herself, by sending } 
errands t the poor and tl 
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never is repeated; the bloom dies out of 
its resplendence and odor, but no second 
flower replaces it. She was one of 
thes But what one man lost in her 
love, a thousand of her fellow-creatures 
gained. ”*Tenty was the Deerfield bless- 
Ing thouch she 1 eI cne t | if. 
All the sick wanted het ll t hil n 
t 1 at h wn, and smiled at | 
their plays: her heart and | nds 
x e «< fal ray et f 1 nl to nes- 
ly t 
tle there, and id ik 
that s oo e by 
After a while, s , f Ned 
P: r’s d M s °V OK Tt } 
bed again,—this time never to ris Slow 
consumpt on had f 1 < her l 
she knew well before } 
sO ] l h r mother it , y g 
ver more patie i vas 
a a cal ails , ; ’ 
t pt ik of 1 wit! 7 
for Miss ’Vin, l 
I l yet needed to 
: r dreaded nor de- 
said s me day, “I feel a 
ight ea I 1 you than if you’d 
ma 1 Ned P 
“ Why, A Content. a ht 
lush only tes her surprise at this 
address : 

Because } vas a selfish fell he 
lways was I] e women a 
hett off to t ol I ean sa 
but what I single st 1s 
rood; but a w n that gets a real lazy, 
selfish feller 3 pret near the worst 


ing there is. I seemed kind of hard, 
'Tenty, 


them days, but I had feelin 








be 
ed to the iss’s 
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esson. nret x ] 
I 
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ation, and it never was resumed; 
for the week after, Miss ’Viny died, 


Content was left alone 


convers 


in her little | 





‘to battle with the world,” as peopl 


But no ec 


f. 


since it takes two 


ynflict ensued, 








to the neig] , who said her S 
has got the dre { — r 
along I ever e,” and thereby solved 
the I blen { 1 1 
ther Tent op} n eve ut, 
Miss Mehit Hall, Hannab-A 
I l l é est 
t 1 o7 | was n sus 1 
nial r th il } s of lite by the = 
S . s of enough mon¢ t support 
her nds to care for her approach- 
ng ag 
It w Miss Hitty Hall’s delight to | 
! rather Irish expression, 
nly one that suits her case. 
One bright October afternoon she came 
er to see Content, bringing her blue 


ia a 
lial homeliness, gave 


pe tad 


“D 


and commenced hospitalities. 





o lay off your things, } 
hil I haven’t seen you for quite 


what eve thing “ ll vo to ! K hile 
I’m away My help is dreadful poo [ 
can’t ca te for her noway. I sho t 
wonder if she was settin’ in the ke | "= 


I ym this 
books.” 
“ Oh, I cuess not, Miss Hitty. Now do 


let me 


take off your 





you're such a stranger.” 


I don’t know but what I will, 





Don’t put yourself o it for me, 


-T’ll set right here. Dear me! 


what a clever 


house this is | A’n’t you 
lonesome ? I do think it’s dread 


one in this wicked world; it ap- 
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pears as though I couldn’t endure it no- 
ways, sometimes.” 


“ Why, Miss Hitty 


extreme well off. 


I’m sure you're 
Supposing, now, you 
had married a poor man, and had to work 
all your life,—or a cross man, always 
a-findin’ fault, or” 
“ Well 


Now there’s Hanner-Ann’s husband,—he’s 





, that’s a consideration, re’lly.— 


always nag-naggin’ at her for something 
: me 

whole en- 

and he 


ha’n’t no patience, — but then he’s got 
She 


she’s done or ha’n’t done, the 


time. She’s real ailing, 


and she wants for nothing. 


means, 





seven silk dresses, when I was 


ist time, and things to match,— 





t’s something.—But I’m sure you have 
. , 


rk as hard as thoug 


’Tenty. 


1 you Was a min- 


I don’t see how you 


se work, Miss Hitty. It 
of k ps my spirit 
in Deerfield are as clever to me as though 


I have health, 


I think 


kind 


14] = 
all the foiks 


sup; and 


my 





Hitty. 


many ‘flictions I’m most tired out; them 


“T’ve suffered 


} 1 
wears on people, 


flictions by 
answered 
“T’ve had some, but I haven’t 
I felt bad while 


kine w other 





‘em up much. they 


lasted; but I 


much worse, I was kind of shy about feel- 


folks’s was so 


in’ too bad over 


: Ta 

my trouvies. 

‘Well, you’ve got a real faculty at 

kis lings easy; now I’m one of the 

I set down often and often 

a-thinkin’ times 
] 


people and did 
irs ago, and how bad I f It, till I feel 


and 


things 


to Knit, get 


over 


said 


in, and I get a-cryin’ till it 








10uld screech right out, 


ana I can’t slee Ps nor I can’t do nothing 
trouble a 


I've kind 


borrowin’ 





you 
bit, Miss Hitty ? 
out that i 
dead and d 





things that’s 
yne for stay so. I don’t know 
call to remember ’em. 


‘The 


Lord requireth that which is past,’ it 


“ Tenty Seran’. 


usiness, 


it’s all very well te 


Scranton !—talk, do!—but ’tis1 


“Why, now, I think it’s 











’t so n 


, . 
the east 


way, by a sight, Miss Hitty 
mean to cast it up against yi 
know it’s partly natur’, but Id 
Sts can help natur’ more’n they’ 
erally will r to ll I now it 
seem as if you couldn't help tl 
about troubles sometimes, and it’s 
a chore to keep bright; but then it ! 
so nm h 1 re cheery not to be 
ove | vs ¥ ant help, and it 1 
a sight pleasanter for everybody e! 
ce it d seem jest as tl h tl 
Lord had made this world for folks 
have a 1 time in, only t 
ki ho and I F \ s 1 1 
heln ’en 

* You 11 r-piece I 

but it ¢ e tl 
I does with {1 it 
I should ha’ had a better time al 
wa) le my way. I get n 
I I M LV I’m 





| t y T mm I iff I ) wi h I { 
nd I’m troubled considerable wit! 
in’ of t ines; and sometimes I do 
[ve t a spine in my back, it acl i 
einai , nights.” 
“ Why, I was thinking you s 
pry you be, ar 
face ; I should say you’d grown fat.” 
Fat!” exclaimed the lionant s 
ster it as fat as al ’s 


knitting, Miss Hitty; you « 


rsted or co 


tiful Is that we 


She srew amiab 


pping dews always, 


Praise allayed Miss Hitty’s wounded 


e under 
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with a mouse! and I re’lly thought he 
Live and learn, I de- 
He let me know what kind 


of cre’turs men are, though. 


was a fine man! 
clare for’t! 
I haven’t 
had to be pestered with one all my life, 
I’m thankful: that’s one good thing to 
come out of evil. I don’t know but what 
I should like to feel as wide awake again 


is I did then; but ’tisn’t worth the 


Saying which, Miss "Tenty brewed her 
tea, spread her bread and butter, and 
with a bit of cheese made her savory 
meal, cleared it away, washed the dishes, 

I A 


and resumed her work as peacefully as 


r life had been all as serene as to- 





ved Parker did come back to Deer- 
field, and settled there,—a coarse, red- 
ed, stout, sailor-like man, with a wood- 
en leg. Ten years in Patagonia and ten 
years of whaling had not improved his 
He swore like a 
pirate, chewed, smoked a pipe, and now 
and then drank to excess; and by way 


aspect or his morals. 


of elegant diversion to these amusements. 


fell in love with Content Scranton! Her 


trim figure, her bright, cheerful face, her 


eat little house and garden, the 


} 1 


rumored “ interest-money,” that was the 


rs of hard work and saving, all 


attracted this lazy, selfish man, who, re- 
membering his youth, fancied he had on- 





to receive ; and was struck with 
astonishment to hear, — 
No, thank you,” in a.very calm, clear 
ton wered to his proposition 

“ Good Lord! you women are queer 


eraft! I swear, I thought vou’d lay to 





past times and the meetin’-house steps, if 
“ You've fi rgotten Hann th-Ann Hall, 
I cuess.” retorted the i lonant little 





nty Scranton.” 





Ned Parker swore a great oath: he 
had forg 


he itten that passage, — though only 
for a moment. 
as 


“ Look here said "Tenty, coloring 


with quiet wrath. “I cannot be friendly, 


even, with a man that talks that way. 





You had your sport, ma ci beueve you 


Scran’. l Novembe 


liked me, and I didn’t know better th 
to believe you was an honest mar 
did think a sieht of you then, Ed’ard P 


ker. I a’n’t ashamed to own it. I ha 


reason to,—for your actions was 


than words. But when I come t 


you hadn’t meant nothing by all 


praises and kisses and fine wor 


just to have your own fun while 5 
ed, no matter what become of me, | 

after I'd got the tears out of my ey 
what kind of a self-seekin’, mean, pa 
man it was that could carry On so W 


1 


an innocent young girl, and I had 


T, 


more resnect for vou than I have for 


potato-peeling. I’ve lived to ss 


Lord that kept me from you, and I 
coing to take my blessings 
because I do remember them times t 


I say No, now. Your locket is at t 


tom of our well; but any love I had wit 


it is drowned deeper, down to the | 


of nothing. I wish you well, and to mem 


your ways; but I don’t want to s 
here, never!” 

After this pungent dismission, not 
was left for Ned Parker but to } 
from the house, cursing to himself 
shame, while "Tenty buried her fa 

‘odd 


teen, instead of fifty, < 





her apron and ¢ 





sorrows. 


Why did she cry? Who knows? I 


haps, if you, my dear friend, longing 
the face that bloomed, the lips that 


ed, the eyes that smiled for you, y 
ago, should suddenly be confronted 
those features, after years of death 
decay had done their ghastly wor 
them, bones grinning from their clir 
morsels of cl 1y, you, too, might hick \) 


head and ery with terror and disg 





regret. And again you might no 


said before, who knows ? 

But after this, Content subsided 
her peaceful routine. Ned Parker 
himself into delirium-tremens, spent all 
money, and came upon the towr 


at that juncture, the Reverend Ev: 


Goodyear, Parson Goodyear’s son ¢ 


successor, interfered in his beha i, I 


1 room and a nurse for him, and 
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him taken care of in the most generous Mr. Goodyear,” smiled y. “Pm 
and faithful way for the remaining year- spared my hands yet, and | sha’n’t want 
and-a-half of his life. Mr. Goodyear said for nothing while they last. When I get 


he was acting for Parker's friends; some helpless, I expect the Lord will take care 


said he had a rich uncle, who was moved of me. I sha’n’t worry about it till it 


to compassion at last; some thought it comes.” 





was Hannah-Ann Hall; but only one “ That is philosophy, certainly,” said 
person knew, and she said nothing. Mr. Goodyear. 

The day Ned Parker died, the young “‘T don’t know as it’s that; but I euess 
minister stepped in to see "Tenty Scran’, it’s six of common-sense and half-a-doz- 
nd told her he was gone. Content did’ en of religion; I always thoueht they was 
not ery nor smile. near about the same thing KF Is, pcO- 

“Tm glad e’s rested,” said she; pl don’t die of troubles ir world ; 
‘though I haven’t no certainty about his _ they die of frettin’ at ’em, « don’t 
sta hereafter. seem to know it.” 

‘You must leave that with the Lord, “ According to that rule, you won’t 
Miss Content,” said Mr. Goodyear. “You die this long time, Miss "Tenty,” said the 
have done what was right; youcan’t think minister, unable to resist a s 


He will do less.” “ Well, I don’t know, Sir. I guess I 


“ That’s a fact; and now I expect my _ shall live as long as I want to: and I ex- 
last trouble is over.” pect I shall die content. I a’n’t troub- 


“ But it has taken almost all your led.” 





mone ‘ he sitatingly replied the minis- “ Blessed are the mex k, for the shall 
ter. inherit the earth,” murmured Mr. Good- 
“ Well, that’s the least of my concerns, year, as he walked away. 
RECOLLECTIONS OF IRVING. 
BY HIS PUBLISHER. 
You are aware that one of the most a prince; they were a po e success. 
interes ns of men connected In the course of the eve! ng we ] id 


with lite rary pursu 


tsin England is at the speeches by Hallam and Lord Mahon 


annual dinner of the “ Literary Fund,’— for the historians; Campbell and Moore 
the management of which has been so of- for the poets ; Talfourd for the dramatists 
ten dissected of late by Dickens and oth- and the bar; Sir Roderick Murchison for 
ers. It is a fund for disabled authors; the savans; Chevalier Buns« und Bar- 


and, like most other British charities, re- on Brunnow for the diplor tists: ( P 


r the novelists ; Bis! f 


quires to be fed annually bya public din- R. James fe 


ner. A notable occasion of this kind hap- Gloucester; Gally Knight, the - 
pened on the 11tl 


1 of May, 1842. Itwas ry; and a goodly sprinkling of | t 
at this that I first met Mr. Irving in Eu- famed as authors. Edward Everett was 








rope. The president of the festival was present as American Minister; and Wash- 
no less than the Queen’s young husband, ington Irving (then on his way to M id 
Prince Albert, — his first appearance in indiplomatic capacity) represented Amer- 
that (presidential) capacity. His three ican authors Such an array of speakers 


speec hes were mo n respectable, for im a single evening Is rare 1G 
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was an occasion long to be remember- 
ed. 

The to sts and speeches were, of course, 
very precisely arranged beforehand, as 
etiquette requires, I suppose, being in the 
presence of “ His Royal Highness,” yet 
most of them were animated and char- 
acteristic. When “ Washington Irving 
and American Literature ” was propound- 


ed by the fugleman at the elbow of H. R. 
H., the cheering was vociferously hearty 
and cordial, and the 


interest and curios- 
ity to see and hear Geoffrey Crayon seem- 
ed to be intense. His name appeared to 
uch the finest chords of genial sympa- 
thy and re d-will. The other famous men 
of the evening had been listened to with 
respect and deference, but Mr. Irving’s 
We 
had been liste ning to the learned Hal- 


name inspired genuine enthusiasm. 
lam, and the sparkling Moore,—to the 
luent author of “Ion,” and 
to the “ Bard 


and theologie 


classic and 
of Hope,” — to the historic 
diplomate from Prussia, and 
to the stately representative of the Czar. 
A dozen well-prepared sentiments had 


’ : neal 
been responded to in as many different 
speeches. “The Mariners of England,” 
* And doth not a meeting like this make 

} 


amends 


” had been sung, to the evident 
satisfaction of the authors of those ly rics — 
(Campbell, by-the-way, who was near my 
seat, had to be “ regulate d” in his speech 
by his friend and publisher, Moxon, lest 
H. R. H. should be scandalized). And 
now everybody was on tiptoe for the au- 
thor of “ Bracebridge Hall.” If his speec h 
had been proportioned to the cheers which 
greeted him, it would have been the lon- 
When, therefore, 


he simply said, in his modest, beseeching 


gest of the evening. 


manner, “I beg to return you my very 


thank 





sincere .” his brevity seemed al- 


most ungracious to those who didn’t know 
that it was physically impossible for him 
to make a speech. It was vexatious that 
routine had omitted from the list of speak- 
ers Mr. E 

but, as diplomate, the Prussian and Rus- 


sian had precedence, and as American 


erett, who was at Irving’s side ; 





author, Irving, of course, was the repre- 


sentative man. An Englishman near me 


Recollections of Irving. 
J ! 


l Nove mber, 


= ” Vv 


said to his neighbor, — “ Brief? 
but you can tell the gentleman in the very 
tone of his voice.” 

In the hat-room I was amused to see 


“little Tom Moore” in the crowd, ap- 





pealing, 


with mock-pathos, to Irving, as 
the biggest man, to pass his ticket, lest he 
should be demolished in the crush. They 
left the hall together to encounter a he Avy 
shower; and Moore, in his “ Diary,” tells 
the following further incident. 

“ The best thing of the ever ing (as far 
as I was concerned) occurred after the 
whole grand show was over. Irving and 
I came away together, and we had hard- 
ly vot into the street, when a most pelt- 
ing shower came on, and cabs and 


brellas were in requisition in all direc- 





tions. As we wert provi ed w 


our plight was becoming serious, when a 


common cad ran up to me, and l_— 
“Shall I get you a cab, Mr. Moore 

Sure, a’n’t I the man that patronizes 
your Melodies ?” He then ran off in 
search of a vehicle, whil Ir * al i] 
stood close up, like a pair I iryat- 


ides, under the very narrow protection 


. ’ . . 
ota hail-door ledge, and thor ht, at iast, 
that we were quite forgotten by my pa- 


But he came faithfu 


} " 





iy 


tron. 
while putting me into the 
all the trifle I gave him for 


his trouble,) he said confi 


minding at 





dentially in my 
ear,—‘ Now mind, whenever you want 
a cab, Misthur Moore, just call for Tim 
Flaherty, and I’m your man.’ — Now, this 
I call fame, and of somewhat more agree- 
able kind than that of Dante, when the 
women in the street found him out by 
the marks of hell-fire on his beard.” 
When I said that Mr. Irving could not 
speak in public, I had forgotten that he 
did once get through with a very nice 
little speech on such an occasion as that 
It was at 
ment given in 1837, at the old City Hotel 
in New York, by the New York book- 
Many of 


remember the 


just alluded to. an entertain- 


sellers to American authors. 
“the Trade” will 


things said on that evening, and among 


cood 


} 


them Mr. Irving’s speech about Halleck, 


friend 


and about Rogers the poet, as the “ 
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At my request, he 
which 


his remarks, 
papers of the day. 
st, if not his best 
ie; for the Dickens-dinner 
not 

Irvir 
at Madrid, on a short visit 
friend, Mr. McLane, then Ameri- 

ster to Ex rland. It 


compiet 
d 


¢ came to London 


was my 
me to know him more 


ly than before. It was pleas- 


| him at ny t ible at “ Knick- 
Cottag With his permis- 
t t f r was made uy 
he Dr. Beattie, the friend 
I r 4 mpbell Samu 
H *, and editor 
Art J and William How- 
was n terested in wl 
had to te bout Camp ‘ 
Lily ( er Hall’s StO- 
M , : m, Lord Lans- 
Moo ne, was in ill- 
| 1 the world I 
the conversa 
Y what intimat 
I n ys, and found 
3 an ¢ taining and live- 


" lencies of Moore’s char- 
] was anytl ng pe Ly 
to Irving and at variance with 
nat t was that self-ses KIng 
' 

ulth ands on which was 

{ e Irish poet. 

I 


| to o1 my guests that 

ng was sometnnes “ caught nap- 

P 1 at the dinner-table, so that 
i if should not oc casion sur- 
rhe conversatic n proved so inter- 


, ° 
lined a victory 


, 


eht lull in the talk dis losed 

ha r res ted guest was nod- 

| ve it was a habit with him, 
\ irs, thus to take “ forty winks” 
! table Sull, the conversa- 

vening was a rich treat, and 

nie Geameetie thentuad 

1 lends frequently Habhked 





a 
of srving. 


me afterwards for the opportunity of 
meeting man ot all othe Ww 


they 


* the 


desired to know.” 


The term of Mr. Irvine’s cont 
his Philadelphia publishers expir 


1843, and, for five years, his works re- 


mained in statu quo, no American 


pu = 
lisher appearing to think them suffi- 
cient importance to propose definitely for 
a new edition. Surprising as this fact 
appears now, it is actually tru t Mr 
Irving began to thin] his ¥ had 
“rusted out” and were “defunct,” — for 
nobody offered to reproduce them. Being, 
in 1848, uwwain settled in New Y lap- 

! ] 

parently able to? er l ss- 











proposed an arrangement to ] [r- 
ving’s Works. My suga rac 
] i brief note written on t se of 
the n ment (what w ! vark- 
¢)} if V Ss prot pt eT! ut 
the change of a single ficure « nol 
stipulation. It is sufficient to remark, 
ie 1 umbe r ot volun es s§ ce | il ted 

of these works (including the later ones) 
amounts to about eight hundred thousand. 
Che relations of friendship — I cannot 

ay int to which this arrangement 
admitted me were such as any man might 


have enjoyed with proud satisfaction. I 


had always too much earnest r t for 
Mr. Irving ever to claim f 


amiliar intimacy 
with him. He was a man who would un- 
consciously a id quietly ( nmand eler- 
ential regard and consideration ;: for in all 


his ways and words there w 


phere of true refinement He w is em- 
phatically a centleman, in tl nse 
of that word. Never forbid ne ¢ mo- 
rose, he was it times ( nae i vays, wnen 
quite well) full of genial hum« me- 
times overflowing with fun. But I need 
not, here at least, attempt to sum up his 


characteristics. 


That “ Sunnyside” home was t ins 
viting to those who were privileged there 
to allow any proper opportunity for a 
Visit to pass unimproved. | ed, it be- 
came so attractive to strangers and lion- 
hunters, that some of those w e ¢ e 
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was quite legitimate and acceptable re- 
frained, especially during the last two 
years, from adding to the heavy tax 
which casual visitors began to levy upon 
the quiet hours of the host. Ten years 
ago, when Mr. Irving was in his best es- 
tate of health and spirits, when his mood 
was of the sunniest, and Wolfert’s Roost 
was in the spring-time of its charms, it 
was my fortune to pass a few days there 
with my wife. Mr. Irving himself drove 
a snug pair of ponies down to the steam- 
boat to meet us — (for, even then, Thack- 
eray’s “one old horse” was not the only 
resource in the Sunnyside stables). The 
drive of two miles from Tarrytown to 
that delicious lane which leads to the 
Roost, — who does not know all that, and 
how charming it is? Five hundred de- 
scriptions of the Tappan Sea and the 
region round about have not exhausted 
it. The modest cottage, almost buried 
under the luxuriant Melrose ivy, was then 
just made what it is,—a picturesque and 
comfortable retreat for a man of tastes 
and habits like those of Geoffrey Crayon, 
— snug and modest, but yet, with all its 
surroundings, a fit residence for a gen- 
tleman who had means to make every- 
thing suitable as well as handsome about 
him. Of this a word anon. 

I do not presume to write of the home- 
details of Sunnyside, further than to say 
that this delightful visit of three or four 
days gave us the impression that Mr. 
Irving’s element seemed to be at home, 
as head of the family. He took us for 
a stroll over the grounds,— some twen- 
ty acres of wood and dell, with babbling 
brooks, — pointing out innumerable trees 
which he had planted with his own hands, 
and telling us anecdotes and reminiscen- 
ces of his early life: —of his being tak- 
en in the Mediterranean by pirates ; — 
of his standing on the pier at Messina, 
in Sicily, and looking at Nelson’s fleet 
sweeping by on its way to the Battle 
of Trafalgar ;— of his failure to see the 
interior of Milan Cathedral, because it 
was being decorated for the coronation 
of the first Napoleon ; — of his adventures 
in Rome with Alliston, and how near 
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Geoffrey Crayon came to being an artist; 
—of Talleyrand, and many other celeb- 
rities ;— and of incidents which seemed 
to take us back to a former generation. 
Often at this and subsequent visits I ven- 
tured to suggest, (not professionally,) after 
some of these reminiscences, _ I he ype you 
have taken time to make a note of these”; 
— but the oracle nodded a sort of humor- 
ous No.—A drive to Sleepy Hollow— 
Mr. Irving again managing the ponies 
himself— crowned our visit; and with 
such a coachman and guide, in such re- 
gions, we were not altogether unable to 


appreciate the excursion. 


You are aware that in “ Knickerbock- 
er,” especially, Mr. Irving made copious 
revisions and additions, when the new 
edition was published in 1848. The orig- 
inal edition (1809) was dedicated with 
mock gravity to the New York Historical 
Society; and the preface to the revision 
explains the origin and intent of the work. 
Probably some of the more literal-minded 
grandsons of Holland were somewhat un- 


the 


appreciative of the precise scope of 
author’s genius and the bent of his hu- 
mor; but if this “ veritable history ” real- 
ly elicited any “doubts” or any hostility, 
at the time, such misapprehension has 
doubtless been long since removed. It 
has often been remarked that Diedrich 
Knickerbocker had really enlisted more 
practical interest in the early annals of 
his native State than all other historians 
together, down to his time. But for him 
we might never have had an O’Callaghan 
or a Brodhead. 

The “ Sketch-Book” also received con- 
siderable new matter in the revised edi- 
tion ; and the story, in the preface, of the 
author’s connection with Scott and with 
Murray added new interest to the volume, 
which has always been the favorite with 
the public. You will remember Mr. Bry- 
ant’s remark about the change in the 
tone of Mr. Irving’s temperament shown 
in this work as contrasted with Knicker- 
bocker, and the probable cause of this 
change. Mr. Bryant’s very delicate and 


judicious reference to the fact of Mr. Ir- 
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early engagement was undoubted- 
rect. A miniature of a young lady, 


and beautiful, was 
Mr. Irvin 


I would have a sli 





it in- 





epaired by an artist and anew case 


wit, the old one being actually worn 


out by much use. The painting (on ivo- 
ry) was exquisitely fine. When I return- 
ed it to him in a suitable velvet case, he 
took 4 quiet corner and looked in- 
tently on the face for some minutes, ap- 

inobserved, his tears falling free- 





the glass as he gazed. That this 
! iture of the lady, — Miss Hoff- 
i U n Hoffman, — it is 
pera delicate to surmuse. 
| t to cha terize tl nature 
+ ] + © 
nim S Lil, SO fresh, and 
t / : I eath had 
Ly the 1ortal pal i the ot 
ie 
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one day, he lev- 


He 


was looking at Forster’s « 
er work, which I proposed to re 


At 


remarked that it was a favorite theme 


his, and he had half a mind to pursue it, 
and extend into a volume a sketcl he 


had 
smith’s Works. 
he 


the first sheets of Irving’s “ Golds: l 


once made for an edition of Gold- 


I expressed a hope that 


would do 80, and within SiXty iys 


were in the printer’s hands. 1 


(as he says) was “dogging at his he 


for in two or three weeks the volun 


published. 


Visiting London shortly after the “ Lif 
of Mahomet” was prepared for the press, 
I arranged with Mr. Murray, on the au- 
thor’s behalf, for an English edition of 
“ Mahomet,” “ Goldsmith,” etc., c 


a request from Mr. Irvi ig to his o 








Leslie, that he would make a 
of the venerable Diedrich K 
Mr. Irv 7 il that the ore 1 
of the Manhattoes was not the vulg 
it ow iit 1 _ ) p 
Omnibuses ant Ce-ca 

ur i old-tashi i, | 

el L ‘ 

(he ni ie two,) ¢ iit I x 
i } M ° Irv ( h i Da 
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Scott and Irvir G hes 
and t, yet hu ll 
as his lite y tastes a i 
ot ievendary lore, Wo i fi - 
telligent and discriminatin er than 
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Irving; while the rollicking fun of the 
veritable Diedrich and the delicate fan- 
cy and pathos of Crayon, were doubtless 
unaffectedly enjoyed by the great Scots- 
man. I wish I could tell you accurate- 
ly one-half of the anecdotes which were 
so pleasantly related during those vari- 
ous brief visits at “the Cottage”; but 1 
did not go there to take notes, and it is 
wicked to spoil good stories by misquota- 
tion. One story, however, I may venture 
to repeat. 

You remember how the author of the 
“ Pleasures of Hope” was once hospita- 
bly entertained by worthy people, under 
the supposition that he was the excellent 
missionary Campbell, just returned from 
Africa,— and how the massive man of 
state, Daniel Webster, had repeated oc- 
England, to disclaim honors 
Mr. 


Irving told, with great glee, a little story 


casion, in 


meant for Noah, the man of words. 


against himself, illustrating these uncer- 
Making a small 


purchase at a shop in England, not long 


tainties of distant fame. 


after his second or third work had giv- 
en currency to his name, he gave his ad- 
dress (“ Mr. Irving, Number,” ete.) for 
the pare | to be sent to his lodgings. The 
salesman’s face brightened: “Is it pos- 
sible,” said he, “that I have the pleasure 
of serving Mr. Irving?” The question, 
and the manner of it, indicated profound 
respect and admiration. A modest and 
smiling acknowledgment was inevitable. 
A few more remarks indicated still more 
deferential interest on the part of the man 
of tape ; and then another question, about 
Mr. Irving’s “latest work,” revealed the 
pleasant fact that he was addressed as 
the famous Edward Irving, of the Scotch 
‘hurch,—the man of divers tongues. The 
very existence of the “ Sketch-Book ” was 
probably unknown to his intelligent ad- 
“All I added Mr. 
Crayon, with that rich twinkle in his 


eye,—“ all I could do was to take my 


mirer. could do,” 


tail between my legs and slink away in 


the smallest possible compass.” 


A word more about Mr. Irving’s man- 


ner of life. The impression given by 
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Thackeray, in his notice (genial enough, 
and well-meant, doubtless) of Irving’s 
death, is absurdly inaccurate. His picture 
of the “one old horse,” the plain little 
house, ete., would lead one to imagine 
Mr. Irving a weak, good-natured old man, 
amiably, but parsimoniously, saving up his 
pennies for his “ eleven nieces,” (!) and 
to this end stinting himself, among other 
ways, to “a single glass of wine,” etc., 
etc. Mr. Thackeray’s notions of style and 
state and liveried retinues are probably 
not entirely un-English, notwithstanding 
he wields so sharp a pen against Eng- 
land’s snobs ; 
looked for 


the residence of an ex-ambassador. 


and he may naturally have 


more display of greatness at 
But 


he could scarcely appreciate that simple 


dignity and solid comfort, that unobtru- 
sive fitness, which belonged to Mr. Ir- 
ving’s home-arrangements. There were 
no flunkies in gold and scarlet; but there 
were four or five good horses in the stal le, 
and as many suitable carriages. Every- 
thing in the cottage was peculiarly and 
comfortably elegant, without the least 


As to the 


. iT ] ] , 
singie glass of 


pretension. o 
wine,” Mr. Irving, never a professed tee- 
totaller, was always temperate on in- 
stinct both in eating and drinking ; and 
in his last two years I believe he did not 
In all financial 


ters, Mr. Irving’s providence and precise- 


taste wine at all. mat- 


ness were worthy of imitation by all pro- 


fessional literary men; but with exac 
ness and punctuality he united a li 

al disposition to make a suitable use of 
money, and to have all around him com- 
fortable and appropriate. Knowing tl 
he could leave a handsome independence 
for those nearest to him, he had no occa- 
sion for any such anxious care as Mr. 
Thackeray intimates. 

Thackeray had been invited to Yonkers, 
to give his lecture on “ Charity and Hu- 
At this “ Ancient Dorp” he 
the guest of Cozzens, and I had the hon- 


mor.” was 
or of accompanying the greater and less- 
er humorist in a drive to Sunnyside, nine 
miles. (This call of an hour, by-the-way, 
was Thackeray’s only glimpse of the place 


he described.) The interview was in every 
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way interesting. Mr. Irving produced a he would amiably say the utmost that 
pair of antiquated spectacles, which had could iustly be said in favor of “ strug- 


belonged to Washington, and Major Pen-_ gling genius.” Sometimes his readiness 


ried them on with evident rev- to aid meritorious young authors int 
erence. The hour was well filled with profitable publicity was shamefully abus- 
rapid, pleasant chat; but no profound ed,—as in the case of Maitland, an Eng- 
analysis of the characteristics of wit and lishman, who deliberately forged an ab- 
humor was elicited either from the Stout surdly distorted paraphrase of a note of 
Gentleman or from Vanity Fair. Mr. Mr. Irving’s, besides other disreputa 

Irving went down to Yonkers, to hear use of the signature which he had entice 

Thackeray’s lecture in the evening, after from him in answer to urgent appeals 


we had all had a slice of bear at Mr. But these were among the penalti 
Sparrowgrass’s, to say nothing of sundry honorable fame and influence w 
other courses, with a slight thread of con- might naturally expect to pay. 
versation between. At the lecture, he ny aspect on the “ even tenor o 

was so startled by the eulogistic presen- _ still prevailed ; and until the | 
tation of the lecturer to the audience, ease reached him in the last y 

by the excellent chief of the committee, life, very few probably enjoyed a mor 
that I believe he did not once nod dur- tranquil and unruffled existence. 

ing the evening. We were, of course, It became almost a proverb, 

proud to have as our own guest for the Irving was a nearly solitary in 

night such an embodiment of “Charity a long lite rary career (half a 


and Humor” as Mr. Thackeray saw in untouched by even a breath o 


it 
the front bench before him, but whom jealousy on the part of a brot 


he conside tely spared from holding up The annals of the genus irrit 


as an illustration of his subject. ly show a parall 1 to such a ca 
Charity, indeed, practical “ good-will most prominent Americ 


toward men,” was an essential part of of Mr. Irving in i: 


ristianity,— and in this suppose, was Fenimore 
he was sometim genius raised the 
othing was more irk rope more effectivels 
compe lled to endure at least on the Continent. 
uriosity, or to answer let- a right to claim respect 
of fulsome eulogy of himself tion, if not affection, from 


his eulogy of the MSS. or men, for his brilliant cre 
new work of the correspondent. Some _ solid services to American 
letters of that ki he probably never he knewit. But, as wi 
, had any idea of the it was patent, — when 
ey impose ie dis- Europe, after sendin 
He would worry and Countrymen,” and ga 
in anticipation, and Found,” his receptio 
the actual k itself was to him prob- marked with warmth 
ably ten tin as irksome as it would than Mr. Irving’s was; 
be to mos ) rs. Yet it would be cu- professed indifference to all 
rious to know how many letters of sug- of popular regard, yet he evident 
gestion and encouragement he actually ed a little over the relative 
i ply to solicitations from public attention extended to h 
w his criticism and ad- author. At any rate, he persi 
vice, al 11s recommendation, or, per- aloof from Mr. Irving for 
haps, his pecuni ry aid. Always dispos- and not unfrequently discour 
ed to find merit, even where any stray rather authoritative manner, a 


grains of the article lay buried in rubbish, humbuggery of success in this 
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exhibit 





in some shining instances of 
With great 


admiration for Cooper, whose national 


popular and official favor. 


services were never recognized as they 
deserved to be, I trust no injustice is in- 
volved in the above suggestion, which I 
make somewhat presumptuously, — espe- 
cially as Mr. Irving more than once spoke 
to mht 


+} 
i 


in terms of strong admiration of 
1e works and venius of Cooper, and re- 
gretted that the great novelist seemed to 
cherish some unpleasant feeling towards 
after I had 


ommenced a library edition of Cooper’s 


him. One day, some time 


best works, and while Irving’s were in 


of publication in companionship, 





was sitting at my desk, witl 
en Mr. Cooper 


usual, ) 


came in, (a little bustlingly, as 


and stood at the oflfice-entrance, talking. 
irving did not turn, (for obvious rea- 
him. Re- 


membering his “ Mr. Sharp, Mr. Blunt, 


ou see 


ns,) a Coo} 





Mr. |} Mr. Shar] I had acquir- 
ca is to introd ons without 
" ent; | with a brief thought 

| ers sto (they had not met 


irs,) and a sort of instinct 


r l th ul difference between 
t parties to a baseless fabric of misap- 
I itly obeyed the impu 

nt, and simply said, —“ Mi 
( ! is Mr. Irving.” The latter 
i Cooper held ou s hand cor- 
dially, lashed at once into an animated 
conve 1, took a chair, and, to my 
ina ad ont, the two i TS sat 
ir, « atting in the Dest man- 

Lil st ev yt pi i tl aa 
and so former days, y parted 
g i wishes id M Irving 
i eque ya led to the u - 


a very great gratification 


may have recalied it with 
s I mm, when, not many mont 

he sat On the platiorm at the 

{ ( memoration,” and joined 
+” + + +] 

in bryants tribute to the genius of the 

depa i novelist 

Mr. I ’ i | 

s . ving Was never a systematic Col- 


a 
ana Dis il 
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Sunnyside might have disappointed thos 
who would expect to see there rich shelves 
of choice editions, and a full array of all 
the favorite authors among whom such 
a writer would delight to revel. Some 
rather antiquated tomes in Spanish,—in- 
different sets of Calderon and Cervantes, 
and of some modern French and Ger- 
man authors,— a presentation-set of Ca- 
dell’s “ Waverley,” as well as that mor 
recent and elegant emanation from th¢ 
classic press of Houghton,— a moderat 
amount of home-tools for the “ Lite of 
Washington,” 


sulted in the town-libraries and 


irer materiais were m- 
at W h 


ington,) —and the remainder of his | 





were evidently a hap-hazard colle: 


many coming from the authors, 





their respects, and thus sometimes 
ing the re ipient their full ( 
value in writing a letter of acknowledg- 


ment. 


The little apartment 





become somewhat overcrowded, ali 
suggestion ior a general renova 

1 to be gladly acc: ‘ 
so I went up and passed 


Mr. Irvis ‘ 


sitting-re ni, 


101 that pur] Ose. 


was quite content to ha ! 


large in the library and | ‘ ] ° 


card ail tbh move! i i 
turned out some hundre 
( sic superfluity, na t 
I Pp 
. , 
in irom his nap to appl 
proceedings. As he sat y i 
diy re ported the candidat ( 
s10n, and he nodded ass , O 8, 


and there, he would inte 


no, not that,” and an an 
dismissal of t 


in Don Quixote’s | 


priest and the barber entered 


scrutiny of its contents. Mr. i l 
ed to be highly amused with t 
process, and his running com: y on 


in weig s 


my “estimates of value” 


literary collections was richly entertain- 





Observing that his library-table was 
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somewhat antiquated and inadequate, I 
persuaded him to let me make him a 
present of a new one, with the modern 


conveniences of drawers and snug cor- 


ners for keeping his stray papers. When 
I sent him such a one, my stipulation for 


tne re 


urn of the old one as a present to 


This relic 


vas of no great intrinsic value: 


me was pleasantly granted. 


but, as 





this table many of 
s later works, including “ Mahomet,” 
‘ Goldsmith,” “ Wolfert’s Roost.” 


“Washington,” ] prize it, of 


and 





course, as 





iteresting mementos of 
Sunnyside. 


As an 





stration of habit, it may be 


after the new ta- 





I was sitting with 


when he searched 











, 4 , 
iong ana I SSL ior some paper whi h 
, : 
had been “so 2 carefully stowed away 
in some rery safe drawer ” that it was not 
{ ve I i 1 the seare h ended in a 
sort of half-humorous, half-earnest denun- 
ym of all “* modern ¢ mnveniences ” ;— 

the sin y ke i table, with its primitive ia- 
cilities, was, after all, worth a dozen of 
+} ‘ + + . - 
tnese clegant vances ior memory- 
saving and neatness 

One rather is characteri of 


Mr. Irving was excessive, unaffected mod- 


‘ f } lf - ] r 
esty and distrust OF himself and of his own 


writings Considering how 


many a de- 


ot yet out of his teens, 





is so demonstratively self-confident as 
to the prospective effect of his genius on 
1 expecting and admiring world, it was 
always remark to hear a veteran, 
whose fame for half a century had been 
mopolitan, ex ssing the most timid 


test compositions, and 


fearing they were unequal to their po- 
: 1 
sition, —so unwilling, too, to oc upy an 


inch of ground to which any other writer 
Mr. Irving 


> some progress In 


might properly lay claim 


14 planned and made 


a work on the Conquest of Mexico, when 


he learned of Mr. Prescott’s intentions, 
and promptly laid his proje« 


= rs ™ I His 


‘ Life of Washington,” originating more 


t aside. 
thirty years ago, was 


VI 


than 


repeatedly 
VOL 3 
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abandoned, as the 
Mr. Sparks, Mr. 


and 


works of 


successive 


Paulding, 


and others, 
appeared ; thouch he was subse- 
quently induced to proceed with his long- 
considered plan of a more dramatic and 
picturesque narrative from a new point 
of view, yet he was more than once in- 
clined to put his MSS. into the fire, ir 

appre hension that the subject had een 
worn threadbare by the various com- 
pilations which were 


When he ve 


ume, the 


constantly comin 
ntured his 


1 apprecia 


out. vol- 


first 





tion promptly accorded to it surprised as 


much as it cheered and him ; 


please a 





for though he despised 


hollow 


flattery, 
ho voung writer was more Ww urmily Ssensil- 
tive than he to all dise riminating 
petent, ] 


When “ Wolfert’s Roost” 
(1 had to entice the 


col- 


and honest applause or criticism. 


Was Tl blist 


published, 


papers Or that Vol- 


ume from his drawers, for I doubt 





er he would have collected them him- 


self,) I saw him affected actually to tears, 


on reading some of the hearty and well- 


written personal tributes which that vol- 


ume called forth. But though every vol- 


ume was received in this spirit by the 
press and the public, he was to the last 
apprehensive of failure, until a reliable 


The 
very last volume of his works (the fifth of 
“ Washington ”) was thus timi 


ted to be launched 


verdict should again reassure him. 





y permit- 
and I remember well 
his expression of relief and satisfaction, 
when he said that Mr. Bancroft, Profes- 
sor Felton, and Mr. Duyckinck had been 
the first to assure him the volume was all 
that it should be. His task on this volume 


had perh ips extenat d beyond the period 





of his robust health, 


— but he 


it had fagged him, 
had been spared to write ev- 
ery line of it with his own hand, and my 
own copy is enriched by the aut graph 


of his valedix tory. 


To refer, however briefly, to Mr. Ir- 
ving’s politics or religion, even if I had 
intimate knowledge of both, (which assur- 
edly I had not,) would be, perhaps, to 
overstep decorous limits. It may, however, 


properly be mentioned, that, in the face 
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of all inherent probabilities as to his com- 
fortable conservatism, and his earnest in- 
stincts in favor of fraternal conciliation 
and justice, (which was as marked a 
quality in him as in the great man whom 
he so faithfully portrayed,) in spite of all 
the maiiesetinns beecy by timid gentle- 
f the old s of Fill- 


and the voted in 


men of thool in favor 


quo, he 
told me, for 


more Stalus 


1856, as he Fremont. In 


ng" : : 
peaking of the candidates then in the 


field, that his com- 


he said of Fremont, 


parative youth and inexperience in party- 
politics were points in his favor; for he 
thought the condition of the country call- 
ed for a man of nerve 


and energy, one 


fettered by 


and ut 


in his prime, party- 


traditions and bargains for “ the spoils.” 


His characterization of a more expt ri- 


enced functionary, who had once served 
in the State Department, was more se- 
vere than I ever heard from him of any 
other person; and severity from a man 
of his judicious and kindly im} ulses had 
a meaning in it. 

Favored once with a quiet Sunday at 


“the Cottage,” 


Was a seat 

Christ 
Church in the village (Tarrytown). Mr. 
Irving’s official station as Church-War- 


den was indicated by the ex-ambassador’s 


of course there 


: : ; 
for us all in the family-pew at 


meek and decorous presentation of the 


plate for the silver and copper 0 


of the parishioners. At subsequent suc- 
of the General (State) 
Convention of the Protestant Episcopal 
Church, (to which I had been delegated 


from a little parish on Staten Island,) the 


cessive meetings 


names of Washington Irving and Feni- 
more Cooper were both recorded, the 
Coo- 


several years 


latter representing Christ Church, 
perstown. Mr. Irving for 
served in this capacity, and as one of the 
of the ¢ 


Hlis name was naturally sought as honor- 


Missionary Comunittee « Convention. 


g any organization. He was the last per- 
son to be demonstrative or conspicuous el- 
ther as to his faith or his works ; but no dis- 
ciple of Christ, perhaps, felt more devout- 
ly than he did the reverential aspiration 
of “ Glory to God in the highest, and on 


earth peace, good-will toward men.” 
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Passing a print-window in Broadwz 





one day, his eye rested on the beautiful 
engraving of “ Christus Consolator.” H 
stopped and looked at it intently for som« 
minutes, much affected 


evidently by the 


genuine inspiration of the artist in this 
remarkable representation of the Saviom 
as the consoler of sorrow-stricken human- 
ity. His tears fell freely. ‘ Pray, get 
said he; “I must have i 
framed for my sitting-room.” When lx 
examined it more closely and found the 
‘It’s by my old friend 

Scheffer!” said 

ther, that he had known Scheffer 
mately, and knew him to be a true ar- 


ist, but had not 


thing so excellent as this. 


me that print,” 


artist’ 8 name, 


ane 
he, — remarking fur- 


t expected from him any- 
I afterwards 
aap ‘Christus Re- 

pair remained hi 
lai } oe 
aal ly companions till the day oF his Geath 


To me, the 


it him the 


munerator”; and the 


picture of Irving, amid th 


noise pe bustle of noon in \ 

shedding tears as he studi tl 
print, so feelingly picturing r- 
row and the source of its all 





always remained associated 


tist and his works. If Irving could e: 
joy wit and humor and give that en- 
joyment to others, no other writer of 


had a heart tenderly 
than his to a su 


which flesh 


books more sensi- 
tive ifferi ngs and ills 


heir to. 





Of his later days, — of the cah re- 
: ne : . : 
ceived premonitions of that peaceft l 
of which only the precise moment was un- 


certain,— of his final de pas re, so gentle 
fitting, of that W: ishington- 
Irving-day” so dreamily, blandly sti 
thoug 


it was, when with those simple and 


and so 


and almost fragrant, December 





propriate obsequies his mortal remains 


were placed by the side of his brothers 
and sisters in the burial-ground of Sleep, 


Hollow, 


near silently looked for the 


from far 
last time o1 
d his loss 


that of a personal friend and a na 


while thousands 


his genial face and mourns 





al benefactor, yet could hardly for 





sake desire any more enviable tra 


tion from mortality, — of the many beau- 
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uent tributes of living gen- 


tiful and elo 
ius to the life and character and writings 
—of all 


an ample record. I 


of the departed author, these 





you have already 


need not repeat or extend it. If you 
could have “assisted” at the crowning 
“ Commemoration,” on his birthday, ( April 


3d,) at the Academy of Music, you would 


have found 


bly in act 


t in many memora- 


dance 


respects 
rinsic fit- 


the int 


of five thou- 


with 


ness of things. An audience 











sand, so evidently and discriminatingly 
inte llicr nt l i ss l fo two h urs by 
Bryant, with all his cool, judicious, delib- 
erate criticism, warmed into glowing ap- 
he most delicate and pecu- 

f the cl icter and literary 

was to delineate, ind this 

rich banquet fittingly desserted by th 
periods of Everet such an evening 
was worthy of the subject, and worthy 
to be remembered. The heartiness and 
the genial insight into Irvine’s best traits 


which the | t displayed were pet iliarly 
} 


cratifying to the nearer friends and rela- 


tives. His sketch and analysis, too, had 


a remarkabie mplet ness for an address 


of that kind, while its style and manner 
were models of chaste elegance. Speak- 


ing of Irvine’s ntemporaries and pre- 
decessors, 


“ We 


era of the ‘ Sket 


* warms into poetry, thus :— 


»velist before the 





h-Book’: their number 
is now beyond enumeration by any but a 


professed catalogue-maker, and many of 


them are read cultivated form 


Those whom we 


of human spe« ac- 


knowledge as our poets —one of whom 
is the special favorite of our brothers in 


i 
language who dwell beyond the sea— 
appeared in the world of letters and won 
Irving had become fa- 


wits and humorists and 


its attention after 


We have 


amusing essayists, 


mous. 
authors of some of the 
airiest and most graceful contributions of 
the present century,—and we owe them to 
the new impulse given to our literature 
in 1819. 


our literary firmament, — some crowded 


L look abroad on these stars of 


together with their minute points of light 


in a galaxy, some standing apart in glo- 


llations; I recognize Arcturus 


rious conste 


Recollections of Irving. 
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and Orion and Perseus and the glittering 
the 
but 


jewels of the Southern Crown, and 
Pleiades shedding sweet influences ; 
the Evening Star, the soft and serene 
light that glowed in their van, the pre- 
cursor of them all, has sunk below the 
horizon. The spheres, meanwhile, per- 
form their appointed courses; the sam 
motion which lifted them up to the mid 


sky bears them onward to their set 





and they, too, like their 


must soon be carried by it below the 
earth.” 

Let me quote also Mr. Bryant’s closing 
remarks: 

‘ Other hands will yet give the world 


a bolder, more vivid, and more exact 





portraiture In the mean time, when I 
consider for how many years he stood 
before the world as an author, with still 
increasing fame, —half a century in this 
most changeful of centuries I cannot 
hesitate to predict for him a deathless re- 


nown. since 
have arisen 
captains have appeare 
the world, performed thei: part, and beer 


- 
called to th wars have 


1 which have changed 





fo ight and 


the destinies of the human race. New 


arts have been invented and adopted, 


and have pushed the old out of 
the household economy of half mankind 
has undergone a revolution. S 
has learned a new dialect and forgotten 
the old; the chemist of 1807 would be a 
vaabbler among his brethren of the 
present day, and would in turn become 
ildered in the attempt to understand 
Nati 


m utters speech to nation in 
words that 





I 
pass from realm to realm with 
the speed of light. 


have been made 


Distant countries 


neighbors; the 





Ocean has become a narrow frith, and 
the Old World and the New shake hands 
across it; the East and the West look in 
at each other’s windows. The new in- 
ventions bring new calamities, and men 
perish in crowds by the recoil of their 


War has 


frightful modes of havoc, and armed him- 


own devices. learned more 


self with deadlier weapons ; armies ar 
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borne to the battle-field on the wings of 
the wind, and dashed against each other 
and destroyed with infinite bloodshed. 
We grow giddy with this perpetual whirl 
of strange events, these rapid and cease- 
less mutations; the earth seems to be 
reeling under our feet, and we turn to 
those who write like Irving for some as- 
in the same 


surance that we are still 


Irene Anadyomene. 


[ November, 


and are quieted and consoled. In his 
pages we see that the language of the 
heart never becomes obsolete ; that Truth 
and Good and Beauty, the offspring of 
God, are not subject to the changes 
We 


works 


which beset the inventions of men. 
satisfied that he 
were the delight of our fathers, and are 


become whose 


still ours, will be read with the same 


world into which we were born; we read, pleasure by those who come after us.” 


IRENE ANADYOMENE. 
O’ER far Pacific waves the wanderer holding 
His steady course before the strong monsoon, 
Entranced, beholds the coral isle unfolding 
Its ring of emerald and its bright lagoon. 


At first their shadowy helms in the faint distance 
The tree-tops rear; then, as he nearer glides, 

The white surf gleams where the firm reef’s resistance 
Meets and hurls back the fiercely charging tides. 


He sees outspread the wide sea-beach, all sparkling 
With coral sand and many-tinted shells, 
While high above, in tropic rankness darkling, 


A cloud of verdure ever-brooding dwells. 


With growing wonder and delight the stranger, 
While his swift shallop nears the enchanted strand, 

Sees the white surf cleared with one flash of danger, 
And a broad portal opening through the land. 


And deftly through the verdurous gateway steering, 
The strong-armed oarsmen urge their flying boat, 
Till now, the broad horizon disappearing, 
On the still island-lake they pause and float. 
The gun booms loud. With wishful eyes receding, 
They watch from their swift boat the lessening isle. 
The yards are squared. Again the good ship speeding 
Sees the chafed waves beneath her counter file. 


Long musing o’er his scientific pages, 
The curious voyager pursues the theme, 
And learns whate’er the geologic sages 
Have found or fancied, — building each his scheme. 
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This pleased him best: — In earth’s red primal morning, 

When Nature’s forces wrought with youthful heat, 
A mighty continent outspread, adorning 


Our planet’s face, where now the surges beat : 


A land of wondrous growths, of strange creations, 
Of ferns like oaks, of saurians huge and dire, 
Of marshes vast, their dreary habitations, 
Of mountains flaming with primeval fire. 


At length, by some supernal fiat banished, 
The land sank down in one great cataclysm ; 
The vales, the plains, the mountains slowly vanished, 


Buried and quenched in the wide sea’s abysm. 


*T was then (so ran the scheme) on each lost crater 
The coral-builders laid their marvellous pile ; 
Millions on millions wroucht, till ages later 


Saw reared to light and air the circling isle. 


Thus Science dreams: but from the dream upflashes 
On his swift thought the subtly shadowed truth, 
That all serener joys bloom on the ashes, 


The lava, and spent craters of lost youth. 


The heart, long worn by fierce volcanic surges, 
Feels its old world slow sinking from the sight, 

Till o’er the wreck a home of peace emerges, 
Bright with unnumbered shapes of new delight. 





THE PROFESSOR’S STORY. 
CHAPTER XXI. reason, after all. And so it was natural 
enough that they should be shared by va- 
THE WIDOW ROWENS GIVES A TEA- rious ladies, who, having conjugated the 


PARTY. 


THERE was a ood deal of interest felt, 
as has been said, in the lonely condition 
of Dudley Venner in that fine mansion- 
house of his, and with that strange daugh- 
ter, who would never be married, as many 
people thought, in spite of all the stories. 
The feelings expressed by the good folks 
who dated from the time when they “ bur- 
ied aour little Anny Mart,” and others of 
that homespun stripe, were founded in 


verb fo live as far as the preterpluperfect 
tense, were ready to change one of its 
vowels and begin with it in the present 
indicative. Unfortunately, there was very 
little chance of showing sympathy in its 
active form for a gentleman who kept 
himself so much out of the way as the 
master of the Dudley Mansion. 
Various attempts had been made, from 
time to time, of late years, to get him out 
of his study, which had, for the most part, 
proved failures. It was a surprise, there- 
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fore, when he was seen at the Great Par- 
ty at the Colonel's. 
couragement to try him again, and the 


But it was an en- 


consequence had been that he had re- 
ceived a number of notes inviting him to 
various smaller entertainments, which, as 
neither he nor Elsie had any fancy for 
them, he had politely declined. 

Such was the state of things when he 
received an invitation to take tea socia- 
bly, with a few friends, at Hyacinth Cot- 
tage, the residence of the Widow Row- 
ens, relict of the late Beeri Rowens, Es- 
quire, better known as Major Rowens. 
Major Rowens was at the time of his de- 
cease a promising officer in the militia, in 
the direct line of promotion, as his waist- 
band was getting tighter every year; and, 
as all the world knows, the militia-oflicer 
who splits off most buttons and fills the 
largest sword-belt stands the best chance 
of rising, or, perhaps we might say, spread- 
ing, to be General. 

] 


tea 


M jor Rowens u 
+} 


in his person cer- 


t 
tain O 


her traits that he p @ man to em 
nence in the arm of the service referred 
to. He ran to hich colors, to wide whis- 
ke to open pores; he had the saddle- 
leather skin common in Englishmen, rar- 
er in Americans,— never found in the 
B hmin <« oftener in the n litary 
and t commodores: observing people 


the 
which holds them on a dan 
ind the pricked-pincushi 
what to look for. He had the loud, 
gruff voice which implies the right to com- 


mand. He had the thick hand, 


fingers, with brist] 


from 





stubbed 
ed pads between their 


joints, square, broad thumb-nails, and stur- 
dy limbs, which mark a constitution made 


He had 


the never-failing predilection for showy 


to use in rough out-door work. 


switch-tailed horses that step high, and 
sidle about, and act as if they were going 
to do something fearful the next minute, in 
the face of awed and admiring multitudes 
gathered at mighty musters or imposing 
cattle-shows. He had no objection, either, 
to holding the reins in a wagon behind 
another kind of horse, — a slouching, list- 
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[ Nov ember, 


less beast, with a strong slant to his shoul- 


der and a notable depth to his quarter 


and an emphatic angle at the hock, 


who 
commonly walked or lounged along in a 

of five or six miles an but, 
if a lively colt happened to come rattling 
» alongsid 


lazy trot hour; 





1 


e, or a brandy-faced old horse- 
jockey took the road to show off a fast 
nag, and threw his dust into the Major's 


face, would pick his legs up all at once, 
and straighten his body out, and swing 
off into a three-minute gait, in a way that 
* Old Blue” have been 
ashamed of. 


ror 


the 





himself need not 





some reason which must be left t 


next generation of profes ors to find 


out, the men who are knowing in horse- 


flesh have an eye also for, —— let a long 


dash separate the brute creation from th 


being now to be named,—for 


angelic 


lovely woman. Of this fact there 


no possible doubt; and therefors 
I 


notice, that, if a fast horse trots 


f+] 


two, one of the twain is apt 





bit of muliebrity, with shapes to her, and 


eyes flying about in all direct 


“M 


of the Rockland Fusileers, had driven 


jor Rowens, at that time Lieutenant 








and “ traded s not a few before he 
turned his a jul 1 skill as lee of 
pl al advantages in ar ectior 
Ile knew a t ug hoc ( t 
pastern, a we l-covered stif 1 broad 
haunch, a « chest, a clos d-uy 
barrel, as well a any othe I 1 in tl 
town. He was not to be t n in by 
your thick-jointed, heavy-headed cattl 
without any go to them, that suit a coun- 
try-parson, nor yet by the “ gaiinted-up,” 
long-legged animals, with all their consti- 


red out of them, such as rich 
reenhorns buy and cover up with their 
plated trappings. 


Whether 


any use 


x i 


his equine experience was of 
1 I 


to him in the selection of the mat 





with whom was to go in double har- 


ness so long as they both should live, we 





need not stop to question. At any rate, 


nobody could find fault with tl 
of Miss Marilla Van Deusen, to whom he 
offered tl of becoming Mrs. 


Rowens. »Van must have been cross- 


1e points 


priv ilege 
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1 out of her blood, for she was an out- willing to change her name again. Thus 
und-out brunette, with hair and eyes black for in e, if a gentleman not too far 
yuch for a Mohawk’s daughter A fine cor nh maturi if dignified exterio 
stvie ol woma h veryv strik ng tints with an ] tort « ind ot unexcep- 
nd ou s un excellent match for tionable cl ‘ 1 happen to set 
ie Lieut except for one thing. _ his hea on her, and the only way t 
She was n r Nature for 1 Ww ] m ke him happy was to f#ive up he 
S was eV got up for mourning weeds and go into those unbecoming col 
nd never! » well as in deep lack, ors again for his sake why, she felt that 
ith yet orna nts it was l ] r natur io u the - 
| man wl s ild dare to marry her hee By a sin ( idence hay 
i « n ‘ r how ce d she pet 1 that a rel leman was 1! vi 
widow was bound to | in Rockland who united in | 
nless he w l e and give | a t lvantages. Who he the sa 
i é I Lieutenant lived, how-  gaci ré r may 1 I ive 
Ss ¥ ( to become Cap- vit Just to see } t looked, on 
| Tf WW th p Os] @ lay 1} 1 iad l 
f But Mrs. Ro s tl ns clo and glanced er t 
‘ said sl 1 never lo ¢ 1 listened at the kev » be 
\f ! { . e t ‘ $1 xly in tl ent 
S ul Nature ¥ tt hov | | | l ik- 
( l M R s got ov utel eno 1 envel ’ W on the 
5 | t] . f b ul WV } It ma 
( od } R , t 
- Wha l ( yr hay 
1 s i pa md i brea 
} X 1 { h ey t. 
\I R . Il 0 ) 1 tore 
, “ ) ‘ 1 not | 
< s had t I i the sn l 
R ¢ . . 





Da s ( 
l ra to I W vy KR t I 
$ A t I . house s¢ was amo! +} 
sicl mM eel of tl - v ¢ und 
- W ha ot v r SC it the 
J ) . ¢ tT In o ot thes ( 
ler ha — ng yé fellow witl ( 
s i ( ttl house tayT cs i 
s ina 1 fl es who had married o ‘ the 
i 1 na s W s nd p 3 { l n 
. clad t Aa cis guished efore rete! i 
Eve hing about The 1 ‘ nal «oe man hims¢ 
s te t her oO t ( la i 0 ed fT 
teeth J complex ] in as Mr. R 
Gra Eley s I 
\W\ ww was particularly 1 s 





* to h ‘ t Mr. V« er’s name frequently mention- 

e did n | elf that ed I] 1 his uncle was we and his 
, , , 

I ‘ charming cous was she as original as 
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ever? Had often admired that charm- 
ing creature he rode: we had had some 
fine horses. Had never got over her 
taste for riding, but could find nobody 





that liked a good long gallop since 
well — she couldn’t help wishing she was 
alongside of him, the other day, when she 
saw him dashing by, just at twilight. 

The Widow paused; lifted a flimsy 
handkerchief with a very deep black bor- 
der so as to play the jet bracelet; pushed 
the tip of her slender foot beyond the 
lowest of her black flounces; looked up; 
looked down ; looked at Mr. Richard, 
the very picture of artless simplicity,—as 
represented in well-played genteel com- 
edy. 

“A good bit of stuff,” Dick said to 
himself,— “ and something of it left yet; 
The Major had not studied 
points for nothing, and the Widow was 


” 


caramba ! 


one of the right sort. The young man 
had been a little restless of late, and was 
willing to vary his routine by picking up 
an acquaintance here and there. So he 
took the Widow’s hint. He should like 
to have a scamper of half a dozen miles 
with her some fine morning. 

The Widow was infinitely obliged ; was 
not sure that she could find any horse in 
the village to suit her; but it was so kind 
in him! Would he not call at Hyacinth 
Cottage, and let her thank him again 
there ? 

Thus began an acquaintance which 
the Widow made the most of, and on 
the strength of which she determined 
to give a tea-party and invite a number 
of persons of whom we know something 
already. She took a half-sheet of note- 
paper and made out her list as carefully 
as a country “ merchant's” “ clerk” adds 
up two and threepence (New-England 
nomenclature) and twelve and a half 
cents, figure by figure, and fraction by 
fraction, before he can be sure they will 


make half a dollar, without cheating 





} After much consideration 
the list reduced itself to the following 
names: Mr. Richard Venner and Mrs. 
Blanche Creamer, the lady at whose 


house she had met him, — mansion-house 


[ November, 


breed, — but will come, — soft on Dick; 
Dudley Venner,— take care of him her- 
self; Elsie,— Dick will see to her,— won't 
it fidget the Creamer woman to see him 
round her ? the old Doctor, — he’s al 





handy; and there’s that young master 
there, up at the school,— know him well 
enough to ask him,— oh, yes, he’ll come. 
One, two, three, four, five, six, — seven: 
not room enough, without the leaf in the 
table; one place empty, if the leaf’s in. 
Let’s see,— Helen Darley,—she'll do well 
enough to fill it up, — why, yes, just tl 

thing, — light brown hair, blue eyes, 

won’t my pattern show off well against 
her? Put her down,—she’s worth her tea 
and toast ten times over,—nobody knows 
what a “thunder-and-lightning woman,” 
as poor Major used to have it, is, till 
she gets alongside of one of those old- 


ar, and eyes like the blue of a teacup. 





The Widow smiled with a fi 





triumph at having overcome her diffi 
ties and arranged her party, — arose and 
stood before her glass, three quarters front, 
one-quarter profile, so as to show the 
whites of the eyes and the down of the 
upper lip. = Spl ndid ‘2 said the W idow, 

and to tell the truth, she was not far 
out of the way, and with Helen Darley as 
a foil anybody would know she must be 
foudroyant and pyramidal,—if these 
French adjectives may be naturalized 
for this one particular exigency. 

So the Widow sent out her notes. The 
black grief which had filled her heart and 


overflowed in surges of crape around her 


I 
person had left a deposit half an inch 
wide at the margin of her note - paper. 
Her seal was a small youth with an in- 
verted torch, the same on which Mrs. 
Blanche Creamer made her spiteful re- 
mark, that she expected to see that boy 
of the Widow’s standing on his head yet; 
meaning, as Dick supposed, that she would 
get the torch right-side up as soon as she 
had a chance. That was after Dick had 
made the Widow’s acquaintance, and 
Mrs. Creamer had got it into her foolish 
head that she would marry that young 


fellow, if she could catch him. How 
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] b ‘) 


could he ever come to fan 


} 


} a° 
roon-looking thing 


like to know ? 
It is ¢ sy enoug 


1 1 } 
rh tO asK seven people 


to a party ; but whether they will come or 
as it was in the 
” If the 


mansion-house, 


not is an Open question, 


case of the “ vasty s] 





note 


e-story 


issues irom a thre 


and goes to two-story acquaintances, they 











will all | n excellent state ol health, 
and have 1 easure in accepting this 
very polite invitation If the note is 
from the ly of a two-story family to a 
three ie f uighly respect- 
I 

able person find that an endemic 
comp nt is v tf, not represented 
in the weekly bills of mortality, which oc- 
casions nu s regrets in the bosoms 
of eminet sirable parties that they 
cannot have t asure of and-so-forth- 
ing. 

In this y 
—ma \ V ] 
a fancv to é ! 
come, hx er W 1 
her. Dick had promised, an 
could | I lsi OF « 
schooln ( 








sure of, all t t 
4 he } . 

might have some h« 

to visit; tell him E 





be there, he alw 





eye on her, they say, oh, i come 
fast en h, without any more coaxing. 

She wanted the Doctor, particularly. 
It was odd, but she was afraid of Elsie. 


She felt as if she should be safe enough, 


if the old D r were there to see to the 
girl; and then she should have leisure to 


devote herself more freely to the young 





lady’s fath whom all her sympa- 


thies were in a state of lively excite- 
ment. 

It wasa long time since the Widow had 
seen so many persons round her table as 
she had now invited. Better have the 
and see how they will fill it up 


with the le 


plates set 


af in.— A little too scattering 


The Prof ssor’s 


ory 
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h only eight pl ites set; if she 
find people 


bring the chairs a little 


] 


wit 


two more now that would 


closer, snug, 
you know, — which makes the company 
sociable. The Widow thought over her 
acquaintances. Why! how stupid! there 
was her good minister, the same that had 
bury 


married he r, and might — might 


her for aught she knew, and his grand- 
with him,- 
old 
Widow had no no- 


making a tea-party 


daughter stayir 





—nice lttie 


girl, pretty, and not enough to be 


dangerous ;— for the 


tion of 


and asking 
people to it that would be like to stand 
and little 
en to have on anybody’s heart, 
1 It 


Blanche was married and so forth; Let ) 


between her 
ht he 


any 


project she 


migh 


—not she was all meht now 








was achild; Elsie was his daughter; Hel- 
en Darley was a nice, worthy drudge 
poor thing !—faded, faded,—colors would- 


nt wash, jtist 


off against. 


sion-house people would only come 
that was the great point 

‘“ Here’s a note for us, Elsie,” said her 
father, as they sat round t breaktast- 
table. Mrs. Rowens wants us all to Come 


to tea.’ 
‘Elsie’s days,” as Old 


Sophy called them. 


It was one of 


very bright. She 


and 


impulses, that Dick knew he could mak« 


eyes was still, but 
looked up so full 


of perverse 
her go with him and her father. He had 


his own motives for | her to this 


ringing 


determination, — and his own way of set- 


ting about it. 





‘1 don’t want to go,” he said. “ W 
do vou say, Uncle ?” 


“To tell the truth, Richard, I don't 


much fancy the Major’s widow. I don’t 
like to see her weeds flower ng ¢ | 
so strong. I suppose you don’t care about 





going, E 
Elsie looked up in her father’s face with 


an expression which he knew but too we 


She was just in the state which the plain 


sort of people call “ contrary,” whe: 


have to deal with it in animals. She w 


tl 


insist on going to that tea-party; | 


it just as well before she spoke a ter 
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she had spoken. If Dick had said he 
wanted to go and her father had second- 
ed his wishes, she would have insisted on 
staying at home. It was no great mat- 
ter, her father said to himself, after all; 
very likely it would amuse her; the Wid- 
ow was a lively woman enough, — per- 
haps a little comme il ne faut pas social- 
ly, compared with the Thorntons and 
some other families; but what did he 
care for these petty village distinctions? 

k 

‘I mean to go. You must go with me, 
Dudley. You may do as you like, Dick.” 

That settled the Dudley-mansion busi- 
] 
i 








: i] 
sie spoke. 
1 poke 


ness, of course. They all three accepted, 


as fortunately did all the others who had 
been invited. 

Hyacinth Cottage was a pretty place 
enough, a little too much choked round 
with bushes, and too much overrun with 
climbing-roses, which, in the season of 
slugs and rose-bugs, were apt to show so 
brown about the leaves and so coleop- 
terous about the flowers, that it micht be 
questioned whether their buds and blos- 
soms made up for these unpleasant animal 
combinations, — especially as the smell of 
whale-oil soap was very commonly in the 
as dant over that of the roses. It had 


rass called “the lawn,” and 
its elazed closet known as “ the conserva- 
tory,” according to that system of harm- 


less fictions characteristic of the rural 


imagination and shown in the names ap- 





plied to many familiar objects. The inte- 
rior of the cottage was more tasteful and 
ambitious than that of the ordinary two- 
story dwellings. In place of the pre- 
vailing hair-cloth covered furniture, the 


visitor had the satisfaction of seating him- 





upon a chair covered with some of 
the Widow’s embroidery, or a sofa lux- 
urious with soft caressing plush. ‘he 
Major showed 


in various prints on the wall: Herring’s 


spol ting tastes of the 


“ Plenipotentiary,” the “red bullock” of 
the 34 Derby; “Cadland” and “ The 
Colonel”; “ Crucifix”; “ West-Austra- 
lian,” fastest of modern racers; and ug- 
ly, game old “ Boston,” with his straight 


neck and ragged hips; and gray “Lady 





ne 
TY. [N vember, 


Suffolk,” “extending” herself till she 
measured a rod, more or less, skimming 


along within a yard of the ground, her 





legs opening and shutting under her with 
a snap, like the four t ylade »s of a compou! nd 
jack-knife. 

These pictures were much more re- 
freshing than those dreary fancy death- 
bed scenes, common in two-story country- 
houses, in which Washington and other 
Caged personages are represented 
as obligingly devoting their last moments 
to taking a -frateres. part in a lableau, 
in which weeping relatives, attached ser- 
vants, professional assistants, and cele- 
brated personages who might by a stretch 
of imagination be supposed pres nt, are 
grouped in the most approved style of 
arrangement about the chief actor’s pil- 
low. 

A single glazed bookease held the fam- 
ily library, which was hidden from vulgar 
eyes by green silk curtains behind the 
glass. It would have been instructive 


pa 


to get a look at it, as it always is to peep 


r’s bookshelves. From 





into one’s neigh 
other sources and opportunities a partial 
idea of it has been obtained. The Wid- 
ow had inherited some books from her 
mother, who was something of a reader: 
Youngo’s “* Nicht-Thoughts ”; “The Pre- 
( eptor”; “The T: isk, a Poem,” | . Wil- 
liam Cowper; Hervey’s “ Meditations” 

‘Alonzo and Melissa”; “ Buccaneers of 


America”; “ The Triur my hs of Temper 





“Ta Belle Assemblée”; Thomson’s “ Sea- 
sons”; anda few others. The Major had 
brought in “Tom Jones” and “ Perecrine 
Pickle”; various works by Mr. Pier 
Evan; “ Boxiana”; “ The Racing Cal- 
endar”; and a “ Book of Livel; 
and Jests.” The Widow had added the 
Poems of Lord Byron and T. Moore ; 
"= Eugene Aram”; “ The Towe1 
don,” by Harrison Ainsworth; some « 
Scott’s Novels; “ The Pickwick Pay 
a volume of Plays, by W. Shaks 
Proverbial P hilosophy ”-  Pilerim’s 
Progress”; “The Whole Duty of Man” 


(a present when she was married) ; with 











two celebrated religious works, one by 


William Law and the other by Philip 





} 
Dor 





Doddridge, which sent her after 


her husband’s death, and which she had 


were 


tried to read, but found that they did not 
agree with her. Of course the bookcase 
held a few school manuals and compen- 
diums, and one of Mr. Webster’s Diction- 
aries. But the gilt-edged Bible always 
lay on the centre-table, next to the maga- 
zine with the fashion-plates and the scrap- 
book with pictures from old annuals and 
illustrated papers. 

The reader need not apprehend the 


full length, of such formidabl 





preparations for the Widow’s tea-party 
as were required in the case of Colonel 


A tea- 


even in the country, is a compar- 


Sprowle’s Social Entertainment. 
party, 
atively simple and economical piece of 
business. As soon as the Widow found 
that all her company were coming, she 
set to work, with the ai 


maid-servant and a daug 


1 of her “smart” 


hter of her own, 





} 1 . . 
who was beginning to stre 


tch and spread 


t 











at a fearful rate, but whom she treated 

as a small child, to 

prepara ions. | 

bed; also th 

mother’s l 

I —looking as if it might have been 

made to hold the Ma ishes. Then 

came the making 1} r of cake l 

cingerbread, the s vhereof reached 

even as far as tl ewalk in front of the 

cottage, so that small be returning from 
hool sn 1 it in the breeze, and dis- 

h irsed with « i ( on it sugges- 





ved to pass red she hadn’t 
ca don Marilly R nstfora nsid’ble 
spell l turned in the gate ing 
three mes wit y } il but all 
in vain, the in Widow having spot- 
ted” the outside one through the blinds 
and whispered to | aides-de-camp to 
let the old thing ring away till she pulled 
the bell out by tl ts, but not to st 
to open the door 
Widow Row s was what they lle d 
2 real sm ipable w an, not very 
creat on | s, perhaps, but knew what 
was what and who was who as well as 
another, — knew how to make the little 
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cottage look pretty, how to set out a tea- 


table, and, 


never can find out, knew her own style 


what a good many women 


and “got herself up tip-top,” as our youn 
ef p Up-to} b 


? 
friend Master Geordie, Color el Sprowle’s 
heir-apparent, remarked to his friend 
from 


one of the fresh-water 


colleges. 
Flowers were abundant now, and she had 


dressed her rooms tastefully with them. 


The centre-table had two or three oilt- 
edged books lying carelessly about on it, 


and some prints, and a stereoscope with 
stereographis to match, chiefly sroups of 


pic ics, weddings, ete., in which the 


somewhat fatigued-looking ladies of fash- 


ion and brides received the attenti 






the same sant-looking young 


easily ide ied under their different dis- 


Tuises, 


consisting of fashionable raiment 














», however, wert 
some pretty English scenes, — pretty ex- 
cept for the old fellow with t hang- 
ing under- who infests every one of 
that in ig ser and a s e or 
two, especially that famous one 
] cal | the Lahedon, so as 
with n yn and spoon, and repl 
an old man with his two sons in the em- 
braces of two monstrous serpents. 

There is no denying that it was a very 
dashing achievement of the Widow’s to 
| ing t ether so considerable a number 

ra rable guest 
er feat; but as to tl 





Dudley Venner to come out for a visit 





to Hyacinth Cottage, she was surprised 
1d almost frightened at he vn suc- 
( $ So much mi ht depe nd ont in- 
‘ ’ 
press S ot that evening : 
[The next thing was to | > hat 
. ; 
ever ly should be in the 1 é 


thought she could manage by a few words 


to the older guests and a little shuffling 
ibout and shifting when they vot to the 


table. To settle everything the Widow 
gram, which the reader 


have a chance of 





inspe ung in 


pages 


any circumstances to be 


if these 


copy, 
lor 
ul I 


1ae! 


the vehicle of illustrations. If, however, 
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he or she really wishes to see the way 
the pieces stood as they were placed at 
the beginning of the game, (the Widow’s 
gambit,) he or she had better at once 
take a sheet of paper, draw an oval, and 
arrange the characters according to the 
following schedule. 

At the head of the table, the Hostess, 
Widow Marilla Rowens. Opposite her, 
at the other end, Rev. Dr. Honeywood, 
At the right of the Hostess, Dudley Ven- 
ner, next him Helen Darley, next her 
Dr. Kittredge, next him Mrs. Blanche 
Creamer, then the Reverend Doctor. At 
the /eft of the Hostess, Bernard Langdon, 
next him Letty Forester, next Letty 
Mr. Richard Venner, next him Elsie, 
and so to the Reverend Doctor again. 

The company came together a little 
before the « uly hour at which it was 
customary to take tea in Rockland. The 
Widow knew « verybody, of course : who 
was there in Rockland she did not know ? 
But some of them had to be introduced: 
Mr. Richard Venner to Mr. Bernard, 
Mr. Bernard to Miss Letty, Dudley Ven- 


ner to Miss Helen Dark VY; and so on. 





The two young men looked each other 
straight in the eyes,—both full of youth- 
ful life, but one of frank and fearless as- 
pect, the other with a dangerous feline 
beauty alien to the New England half of 
his blood. 

The guests talked, turned over the 
prints, looked at the flowers, opened the 
* Proverbial Philosophy ” with gilt edges, 
and the volume of Plays by W. Shak- 
speare, examined the horse-pictures on 
the walls, and so passed away the time 
until tea was announced, when they pair- 
ed off for the room where it was in readi- 
ness. The Widow had managed it well; 
everything was just as she wanted it. Dud- 
ley Venner was between herself and the 
poor tired-looking schoolmistress with 
her faded colors. Blanche Creamer, a 
lax, tumble-to-pieces, Greuze-ish looking 
blonde, whom the Widow hated because 
the men took to her, was purgatoried 
between the two old Doctors, and could 
see all the looks that passed between 


Dick Venner and his cousin. The young 


| November, 


schoolmaster could talk to Miss Letty: 
it was his business to know how to talk to 
school-girls. Dick would amuse himself 
with his cousin Elsie. The old Doctors 
only wanted to be well fed and they would 
do well enough. 

It would be very pleasant to describe 
the tea-tabie; but the truth is, it did not 
pretend to offer a plethoric banquet to 
the guests. The Widow had not visited 
at the mansion-houses for nothing, and 
she had learned there that an overload- 
ed tea-table may do well enough for 
farm-hands when they come in at even- 
ing from their work and sit down un- 
washed in their shirt-sleeves, but that 


for decently bred people such an insult 


to the memory ol a dinner not yet half- 
assimilated is wholly inadmissible. There 
the table, no 


wedge of cheese, no dish of pic kles. Ev- 


was no lump of meat or 


erything was delicate, and almost every- 
thing of fair complexion: white bread 
and biscuits, frosted and sponge cake, 
cream, honey, straw-colored butter; only 
a shadow here and there, where the fire 
had crisped and browned the surfaces of 
a stack of dry toast, or where a preserve 
had brought away some of the red sun- 
shine of the last year’s summer. The 
Widow shall have the credit of her well- 
ordered tea-table, also of her bountiful 
cream-pitchers ; for it is well known that 
city-people find cream a very scarce lux- 
ury in a good many country-houses of 
more pretensions than Hyacinth Cottage. 
There are no better maxims for ladies 
who give tea-parties than these : — 


than water. 


Cream is thicker 

Large heart never loved little cream- 
pot. 

There is a common feeling in genteel 
families that the third meal of the d ty is 
not so essential a part of the daily bread 
as to require any especial acknowledg- 
ment to the Providence that bestows 
Ve ry devout people, who would never sit 
down to a breakfast or a dinner without 
the grace before meat which honors the 
Giver of it, feel as if they thanked Heavy- 
en enough for their tea and toast by par- 


taking of them cheerfully without audible 
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petition or ascription. But the Widow 
was not exactly mansion-house-bred, and 
so thought it necessary to give the Rev- 
erend Doctor a peculiar look which he 
understood at once as inviting his pro- 
fessional services. He, therefore, utter- 
ed a few simple words of gratitude, very 
quietly ,— much to the satisfaction of some 
of the guests, who had « xpected one of 
those elaborate effusions, with rolling up 


of the eyes and rhetorical accents, so fre- 


juent with eloquent divines when they 
address their Maker in genteel compa- 
ny. 

Everybody began talking with the per- 
son sitting next at hand. Mr. Bernard 
naturally enough turned his attention 
first to the Widow; but somehow or other 
the right side of the Widow seemed to be 
more wide awake than the left side, next 
him, and he resigned her to the courte- 
sies of Mr. Dudley Venner, directing him- 
self, not very unwillingly, to the young girl 
next him on the other side. Miss Letty 
Forester, the granddaughter of the Rev- 
erend Doctor, was city-bred, as anybody 
might see, and city-dressed, as any wom- 


an would know at sight; a man might 


only feel the general effect of clear, well- 
matched colors, of harmonious propor- 
tions, of the cut which makes everything 
cling like a bather’s sleeve where a natural 
outline is to be kept, and ruffle itself up 
like the hackle of a pitte d fichting-cock 
where art has a right to luxuriate in silk- 
en exuberance. How this city-bred and 
city-dressed girl came to be in Rockland 
Mr. Bernard did not know, but he knew 


at any rate that she was his next neigh- 


bor and entitled to his courtesies. She 


was handsome, too, when he came to 
look, very handsome when he came to 
look again,— endowed with that city beau- 
ty which is like the beauty of wall-fruit, 
something finer in certain respects than 
can be reared off the pavement. 

The truth is, the miserable routinists 
who keep repeating invidiously Cow- 


per’s 


race in, do not know what they are talk- 
ing about. Where could they raise such 
Saint-Michael pears, such Saint-Ger- 
mains, such Brown Beurrés, as we had 
until within a few years growing within 
the walls of our old city-gardens? Is 
the dark and damp cavern where a rag- 
ged beggar hides himself better than a 
town-mansion that fronts the sunshine 
and backs on its own cool shadow, with 
gas and water and all appliances to suit 
all needs ? 

God made the carern and man made 
the house! What then? The truth is, 
the pavement keeps a deal of mischief 
from coming up out of the earth, and, with 
a dash off of it in summer, just to cool the 
soles of the feet when it gets too hot, is 
the best place for many constitutions, as 
some few practical people have already 
discovered. And just so these beauties 
that grow and ripen against the city- 
walls, these young fellows with cheeks 
like pe u hes and young girls with cheeks 
like nectarines, show that the most per- 
fect forms of artificial life can do as much 
for the human product as garden-culture 
for strawberries and blackberries. 

If Mr. Bernard had philosophized or 
prosed in this way, with so pretty, nay, so 
lovely a neighbor as Miss Letty Forester 
waiting for him to speak to her, he would 
have to be dropped from this narrative 
as a person unworthy of his good-fortune, 
and not deserving the kind reader’s fur- 
ther notice. On the contrary, he no 
sooner set his eyes fairly on her than he 
said to himself that she was charming, 
and that he wished she were one of his 
scholars at the Institute. So he began 
talking with her in an easy way; for he 
rirls by this 


} 
i 


knew something of young 

time, and, of course, could adapt himself 
to a young lady who looked as if she 
might be not more than fifteen or sixteen 
years old, and therefore could hardly be 
a match in intellectual resources for the 
seventeen and eighteen year-old first-class 
scholars of the Apollinean Institute. But 
city-wall-fruit ripens early, and he soon 
found that this girl’s training had so sharp- 


ened her wits and stored her memory, that 
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he need not be at the trouble to stoop pain- 
fully in order to come down to her level. 
The beauty of 


adjusts itself to all re 


cood-breeding is that it 


itions without effort, 


true to itself always, however the manners 
of those around it may change. Self-re- 
spect and respect for others,— the sensi- 
tive consciousness poises itself in these 
as the compass in the ship’s binnacle bal- 


ances itself and maintains its true level 





within the two concentric rings that sus- 
This th yrough- 
bred school-girl quite enchanted Mr. Ber- 
He could not 


she got her style 9 her 





spend it on their pivots 


nard. understand where 
of dress, her 
The 


Vv ge ntl man, 


way 
enunciation, y manners. 
ministe r was a most wor 


s not the Rockland native-born 


but this w 


manner; some new element had come 
in between the good, plain, worthy man 
and this young girl, fit to be a Crown 


Prince’s partner where there were a 
th yusand to choose from. 

He looked across to Helen Darley, for 
he knew she would und 


rstand the glance 


of admiration with which he called her 
tention to the young beauty at his side: 
and Helen knew wl 


be, as compared with what too many a 





a young girl could 





one is, as well as anybody. 

This poor, dear Helen of ours! How 
admirable the contrast between her and 
the Widow on the other side of Dudley 
Venner! 


gentleman apparently thought the con- 


But, what was very odd, that 

I 
trast was to th 
dear Helen. At any rate, instead of de- 
voting himself solely to the Widow, he 


happened to be just at that moment tz 





of this poor, 


l 
ik- 


ing in a very interested and, apparently, 
not uninteresting way to his right-hand 
neighbor, who, on her part, never looked 
more charmingly,—as Mr. Bernard could 
not help saying to himself,— but, to be 
sure, he had just been looking at the 
young girl next him, so that his eyes were 
brimful of beauty, and may have spilled 
some of it on the first comer: for you know 
M. Becquerel has been showing us lately 
how everything is phosphorescent ; that 
it soaks itself with light in an instant’s 


exposure, so that it is wet with liquid sun- 


nm . . © 
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beams, or, if you will, tremulous wi 
minous vibrations, when first plunged in- 
to the negative bath of darkn« 
trays itself by the light which escapes 
from its surface. 

Whatever was the reason, this poor, 
Helen looked so swe 


Her plainly part d brown hair, her me« k 


dear never 
blue eyes, her cheek just a little tinge 
with color, the almost sad 
her dress, and that look he knew so vw 
—so full of cheerful P itience, so since 


that he 


ment as the 


} 


had trusted her from the first mo- 
believers of the lar r half 


trust the Blessed Vir- 


gin,— Mr. Bernard took this all in at a 


of Christendom 


g it a 
glance, and felt as pleased as if it had 
been his own sister Dorothea Elizabeth 
that he was looking at. As for Dudley 
Venner, Mr. Bernard could not help be- 
ing struck by the animated expression of 


his countenance, It certainly showed 


great kindness, on his part, to pay so 


much attention to this quiet girl, when 


he had the thunder-and-liehtning 
on the other side of him. 


Mrs. Marilla 


what to make of it. 


Rowens did not know 
She had made her 


Ven- 


She had placed him just as she 


tea-party expressly for Mr. Dudley 
ner. 
wanted, between herself and a meek, del- 
icate woman who dressed in gray, wore 
with hair in it, w 


a plain breastpin 


10 


: 
| 
taught a pack of girls up there at the 


school, and looked as if she were born 
for a teacher,—the very best foil that she 
here hi 


have chosen; and 1 
man, polite enough to herself, to be 


could was this 
sure, 
but turning round to that ve ry undistin- 
guished young person, as if he rather 
preferred her conversation of the two! 
The truth was that Dudley Venn 


and Helen Darley met as two travellers 


might meet in the desert, wearied, bot 


f them, with their long journey, on 
having food, but no water, the other wa- 
ter, but no food. 


er had been in long conflict with some 


Each saw that the oth- 


trial; for their voices were low and ten- 
der, as patiently borne sorrow and hum- 
bly uttered prayers make every human 


voice. Through these tones, more than 
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by what tl id 


hey said, they came into natu- 
ral sympathetic relations with each other. 
Nothing could be more unstudied. As 
for Dudley Venner, no beauty in all the 
world could have so soothed and magnet- 
ized him as the very repose and subdued 
gentleness which the Widow had thought 


as aes io 
the best possible 


background 





for her own more salient and effective at- 
t tions. No doubt, Helen, on her side, 
was almost too r udily pleased with the 
confidence this new acquaintance she was 
I seemed to show her from the very 


men of any con- 


! Mr. Silas Peckham: he 


was her 











em er, al ivht to think of him 
as Vv is she could; but ¢ very time she 
t ent of | 1 it was with a shiver of 
disg Mr. Bernard Langdon: a noble 
y 1 true friend, like a brother 
to God s him, and send him 
some } ¢ h fresh as his own! 
B o luced a new im- 
any ) 1 i i n l H 5 
} v stranves enifi- 
car | ! must have 
liv experier sorrow- 
Tul ] I s father! eine 
] ) eyes, as she listened 
to hin id any climmer of 
that I mond-] ight but 
cold and she knew so well in 
Elsie’s \ hat! Never was 
there more tendern it seemed to her, 
than in the wl ind expression of 
Elsie’s father. S must have been a 
great trial to | his face was that 
of o W ] ! len l, not soured, 
I ] Kk what Elsie 
must to him, how | » must make 
any rent’s Helen could not but be 
truck with tl nterest Mr. Duc ley Ven- 
ner sl ed in her as his daughter's in- 
structress. He was too kind to her; again 
and again she meekly turned from him, 
s0 as t leave him free to talk to the 
at his other side, who was 
the while 
» am miades 
Of clou I s and starry skies’’; 


Venner, after a few 
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courteous words, came back to the blue 


ke pt his 


i 
look fixed upon her, and his tones grew 


eyes and brown hair; still he 


sweeter and lower as he became more 


interested in talk, until this poor, dear 
Helen, what with surprise, and the bash- 


fulness natural to one who had seen little 


of the gay world, and the stirring of deep, 


confused sympathies with this suffering 


father, whose heart seemed so full of 





kindness, felt her cheeks glowing with 
unwonted flame, and betrayed the pleas- 
ing trouble of her situa n by lo king so 
sweetly as to arrest Mr. Bernard’s eye 

a moment, when he away from 





. °.,° 
the young beauty sitti 





that singular, still, watchful look which 

those who knew her well had learned to 

fear. Her head just a little inclined on 

one side, perfectly motionless for whole 
I 

m4 4 1 

minutes, he eyes sceming to grow smai 


and bricht, as always when she was un- 
der her evil influence, she was | ng 
obliquely at the young girl on the ot} 


side of her cousin Dick and next to Ber- 
As for Dick hi lf, she 


seemed to be paying very li 


nard Langdon. 





metimes her ey: 


der off to Mr. Bernard, an 





n, as old Dr. Kittredge, who 





sio 
her for a while pretty keenly, noticed, 
would change | eptibly. One would 


have said that she looked with a kind of 
dull 


re lenting reproat hful ; 


d at the girl, but with a half- 


r at Mr. Ber- 


hatre 








nard. 


Miss Letty Forester, at whom Elsie 
had been looking from time to time in this 
e of 


was a 


fixed way, was conscious meanwhil 
First it 


feeling of constraint,—then, as it were, a 


some unusual influence. 
diminished power over the muscles, as if 
an invisible elastic cobweb were spinning 
round her,—then a tendency to turn away 
from Mr. Bernard, who was making him- 
self very agreeable, and look straight in- 
to those eyes which would not leave her, 
and which seemed to be drawing her to- 
wards them, while at the same time they 
chilled the blood in all her veins. 


Mr. Bernard saw this influence coming 
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over her. All at once he noticed that 
she sighed, and that some little points of 
moisture began to glisten on her forehead. 
But she did not grow pale perceptibly; 
she had no involuntary or hysteric move- 
ments ; she still listened to him and smiled 
naturally enough. Perhaps she was on- 
ly nervous at being stared at. At any 
rate, she was coming under some unpleas- 
ant and unnatural influence or other, and 
Mr. Bernard had seen enough of the 
strange impression Elsie sometimes pro- 
duced to wish this young girl to be reliev- 
ed from it, whatever it was. He turned 
toward Elsie and looked at her in such 
a way as to draw her eyes upon him. 
Then he looked steadily and calmly into 
them. It was a great effort, for some 
perfectly inexplicable reason. At one 
instant he thought he could not sit where 
he was; he must go and speak to Elsie. 
Then he wanted to take his eyes away 
from hers; there was something intoler- 
able in the light that came from them. 
But he was determined to look her down, 
and he believed he could do it, for he had 
seen her countenance change more than 
once when he had caught her gaze stead- 
ily fixed on him. All this took not min- 
utes, but seconds. Presently she chang- 
ed color slightly,—lifted her head, which 
was inclined a little to one side,— shut 
and opened her eyes two or three times, 
as if they had been pained or wearied, — 
and turned away baffled, and shamed, as 
it would seem, and shorn for the time of 
her singular and formidable or at least 
evil-natured power of swaying the im- 
pulses of those around her. 

It takes too long to describe these 
scenes where a good deal of life is con- 
centrated into a few silent seconds. Mr. 
Richard Venner had sat quietly through 
it all, although this short pantomime had 
taken place literally before his face. He 
saw what was going on well enough, 
and understood it all perfectly well. Of 
course the schoolmaster had been trying 
to make Elsie jealous, and had succeed- 
ed. The little school-girl was a decoy- 
duck,—that was all. Estates like the 
Dudley property were not to be had ev- 


{ November, 
ery day, and no doubt the Yankee usher 
was willing to take some pains to make 
sure of Elsie. Doesn’t Elsie look s avage ? 
Dick involuntarily moved his chair a lit- 
tle away from her, and thought he felt a 
pricking in the small white scars on his 
wrist. <A dare-devil fellow, but somehow 
or other this girl had taken strange hold 
of his imagination, and he often swore to 
himself, that, when he married her, he 
would carry a loaded revolver with him 
to his bridal chamber. 

Mrs. Blanche Creamer raged inwardly 
at first to find herself between the two 
old gentlemen of the party. It very soon 
gave her great comfort, however, to see 
that Marilla Rowens had just missed it in 
her calculations, and she chuckled im- 
mensely to find Dudley Venner devoting 
himself chiefly to Helen Darley. If the 
Rowens woman should hook Dudley, she 
felt as if she should gnaw all her nails off 
for spite. To think of seeing her barouch- 
ing about Rockland behind a pair of long- 
tailed bays and a coachman with a band 
on his hat, while she, Blanche Creamer, 
was driving herself about ir 
, 


“earriage”! Recovering her 


degrees, she began playing 
off at the two old Doctors, just by way 
of practice. First she heaved up a glar- 
ing white shoulder, the right one, so that 
the Reverend Doctor should be stunned 
by it, if such a thing might be. The Rev- 
erend Doctor was human, as the Apostle 


Half- 






was not ashamed to confess him 
devoutly and half-mischievously 
peated inwardly, “ Resist the Devil and 
he will flee from you.” As the Reverend 
Doctor did not show any lively suscep- 
tibility, she thought she would try the 
left shoulder on old Dr. Kittredge. That 


worthy and experienced student of sci- 


ence was not at all displeased with the 
maneeuvre, and lifted his head so as 
to command the exhibition through his 
glasses. “ Blanche is good for half a 


” 41 


dozen years or so, if she is careful,” the 


Doctor said to himself, “and then she 
must take to her prayer-book.” After this 
spasmodic failure of Mrs. Blanche Cream- 


er’s to stir up the old Doctors, she return- 
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l again to tl ising task r Their conv it is pe {ps as 
e Widow in ‘ t l we ! pe ! that of the rest 
But dark as the VV yw | he compat i, as ca i OF 
half-con i pet he was but aS a paie ] t i ( Was o! I 
shado red »E n her s nt to ither ind t « re l 
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latical clergymen do really intone their 
prayers, without suspecting in the least 
that they have fallen into such a Romish 
practice. 

This is the way the conversation be- 
tween the Doctor of Divinity and the 
Doctor of Medicine was going on at the 


point where these notes take it up. 


“ Ubi tres medici, duo athei, you know, 
Doctor. Your profession has always had 
the credit of being lax in doctrine, — 
though pretty stringent in practice, ha! 
ha!” 

“ Some priest said that,” the Doctor an- 
swered, dryly. “They always talked Lat- 
in when they had a bigger lie than com- 
mon to get rid of.” 

“ Good!” said the Reverend Doctor; 
“T’m afraid they would lie a little some- 
times. But isn’t there some truth in it, 
Doctor? Don’t you think your profes- 
sion is apt to see ‘ Nature’ in the place 
of the God of Nature,—to lose sight of 
the ; 


reat First Cause in their daily stu 





of second iry Causes ?’ 

“T’ve thought about that.” the Doctor 
answered, “and I’ve talked about it and 
read about it, and I’ve come to the con- 
clusion that nobody believes in God and 
trusts in God quite so much as the doctors ; 
only it isn’t just the sort of Deity that 
some of your profession have wanted them 
to take up with. There was a student of 
mine wrote a dissertation on the Natural 
Theology of Health and Disease, and took 
that old lying proverb for his motto. He 
knew a good deal more about books than 
ever I did, and had studied in other coun- 
tries. I'll tell you what he said about it. 
He said the old Heathen Doctor, Galen, 
praised God for his handiwork in the hu- 
man body, just as if he had been a Chris- 
tian, or the Psalmist himself. He said 
they had this sentence set up in large 
letters in the great lecture-room in Paris 
where he attended: J dressed his wound 
and God healed him. That was an old 
surgeon’s saying. And he gave a long 
list of doctors who were not only Chris- 
tians, but famous ones. I grant you, 


though, ministers and doctors are very 


apt to see differently in spiritual mat- 
ters.” 

“ That’s it,” said the Reverend Doctor ; 
“you are apt to see ‘ Nature’ where we 
see God, and appeal to ‘Science’ where 
we are contented with Revelation.” 

“ We don’t separate God and Nature, 
perhaps, as you do,” the Doctor answer- 
ed. “ When we say that God is omni- 
present and omnipotent and omniscient, 
we are a little more apt to mean it than 
your folks are. We think, when a wound 
heals, that God’s presence and power and 
knowledge are there, healing it, just as 
that old surgeon did. We think a good 
many theologians, working among their 
books, don’t see the facts of the world 
they live in. When we tell ’em of these 
facts, they are apt to cal 


and atheists and infidels, and all that. 


l us materialists 


We can’t help seeing the facts, and we 
don’t think it’s wicked to mention ‘em.” 
“ Do tell me,” the Reverend Doct 
said, “some of these facts we are in 
the habit of overlooking, and which your 


ag et 
profession thinks it can see and und 





1at’s very easy,” the Doctor replied. 


stance: you don’t understand or 





don’t allow for idiosyncrasies as we learn 


to. We know that food and physie act 


ently with different people; but you 





think the same kind of truth is voing to 
suit, or oucht to suit, all minds. We don’t 
ficht with a patient because he can’t take 


mesia or opium; but you are all tl 





} 


time quarrelling over your beliefs, as if 
belief did not depend very much on rac¢ 
and constitution, to say nothing of early 
training.” 

“ Do you mean to say that every man 
is not absolutely free to choose his be- 


liefs 7 
“The men you write about in your 
studies are, but not the men we see in 


world. There is some apparently 


the real 
congenital defect in the Indians, for in- 


stance, that keeps them from choosing 





civilization and Christianity. So with the 
Gypsies, very likely. Everybody knows 
that Catholicism or Protestantism is a good 


deal a matter of race. Constitution has 
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more to do with belief than people think 
for. I went to a Universalist church, 
when I was in the city one day, to hear 
; famous man whom all the world knows, 
and I never saw such pews-full of broad 
shoulde 


srs and florid faces, and substan- 
tial, wholesome-looking persons, male and 


female, in all my life. Why, it was aston- 





ishing. creed made them 

healthy, or they chose it because they 

were healthy. Your folks have never got 
” 


the hang of human nature. 


“T am afraid this would be considered 





a degrading and dangerous view of human 
beliefs and responsibility for them,” the 
Reverend Doctor replied. “ Prove toa 
man that his will is governed by some- 





of himself, and you have 
lost all hold on his moral and religious 


nature. There is nothing bad men want 





to believe so n 1 as that they are gov- 
rned by n¢ : Now that which is 
it once degrat nd dangerous cannot 

true.” 

‘No doubt,” the Doctor replied, “all 
large views of ma 1 limit our estimate 
f the abso f the will. But 
I don’t think deg or endangers 
s, 1 t | t] while it makes 
us charitable to the rest of mankind, our 
8) ot ire lom, whatever it is, is 
nev iifected irgul nt Conscienc 


iat, and if 
we choose the wrong, we know we are 
it observation teaches us 
other race or individual 


me practical freedom of 





see how we can avoid 
in the instance of the 
The science of Eth- 

t 1 many theoretical 


} ‘ 


nouons abou 





“ Science!” said the Reverend Doctor, 
“science! that was a word the Apostle 
Paul did not seem to think much of, if 
we may judge | y the E} 





istle to Timothy: 
‘ Oppositions of s ience falsely so called.’ 


I own that I am jealous of that word and 
the pretensions that go with it. Science 
has seemed to me to be very often only 


the handmaid of skepticism.” 


“ Doctor!” the physician said, emphat- 
ically, “science is knowledge. Nothing 
that is not known properly belongs to sci- 
ence. Whenever knowledge obliges us 
to doubt, we are always safe in doubting. 


Astronomers foretell eclipses, say how 





lone comets are to stay wi , point out 


where a new planet is to be found. We 


see they know what they assert, and the 
poor old Roman Catholic Church has 
at last to knock under. So Geolog 

proves a certain succession of events, and 
the best Christian in the world must make 
the earth’s history square with it. Besides, 
I don’t think you remember what great 
revelations of himself the Creator has 
made in the minds of the men who have 
built up sci nce. : uu seem to me to 
hold his human master] ieces Vv‘ ry 1@ay 


Don’t you think the ‘inspiration of the 


Almig ive Newton and Cuvier ‘ un- 
aersta : 














Reveren was not ar 
for vy ft t. what he 1 toed wee 
to eall out the op ns of the old physi 
cian by a sho of opposi being al- 
. ly lier lt oy 1 y f 
ready pr spose to agree WIL Many oO 
em I] s rathe { a4 the com- 
mon argun as one es t <s of 
, , , 

fence merely » learn the way ot! parry- 
ing. But just here he saw a tempting 

1 could 1 resist giving a 





er it inspiration of the same kind as that 
of the writers of the Old Testament ?” 


That cornered the Doctor, and he paus- 





ed amo 
raised his hi 1, so as to command the 
Reverend Doctor’s face through his spec- 


tacles, and said, 





I suppose, that 


through Solomon, but that Shakspear 


wrote without his help ? 
The Reverend Doctor looked very 


grave. It was a bold, blunt way of put- 


I 
aside 





ting the question. He turned it 
with the remark, that Shakspeare seem- 
ed to him at times to come as near in- 
spiration as any human being not includ- 


ed among the sacred writers. 
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“ Doctor.” the 


gan, as from 
a sudden you won’t quarrel 


with me, if some of 


thoughts, will you ?” 


“ Sav on. mv dear Si 


minister answered, with his most genial 
smile ; “your re il the ivhts ire just what I 


want 





interruptions. 


I 
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heir ideas of the Crea- 





They always see him trying 


ut of their troubles. 





Ip his cre 
A man no 
Great Physician, whose agency we often 
salt Mixture sees to eerk, Ore 


heal the wound, and 


wo ne 


; 


sooner gets a cut, than the 


to ston the 
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blood, and then to 
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and red and lively, we expe t to il 1 hi l 
troublesome and noisy, and, perhaps, some- 
times disobedient more or less; that’s tl 

way each new generation br its egg- 
shell; but if he is very weak and thin, 
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And I will take another hundred, of a 
different stock, and put them in the hands 
of certain Ann-Street teachers, and sev- 
enty-five of them will be thieves and liars 
at the end of the same dozen years. I 
have heard of an old character, Colonel 
Jaques, I believe it was, a famous cattle- 
breeder, who used to say he could breed 
to pretty much any pattern he wanted 
to. Well, we doctors see so much of 
families, how the tricks of the blood keep 
breaking out, just as much in character 
as they do in looks, that we can’t help 
feeling as if a great many people hadn’t 
a fair chance to be what is called ‘ good,’ 
and that there isn’t a text in the Bible 
better worth keeping always in mind 
than that one, ‘ Judge not, that ye be not 
judged.’ 

“ As for our getting any quarter at the 
hands of theologians, we don’t expect it, 
and have no right to. You don’t give 
each other any quarter. I have had two 
religious books sent me by friends within 
a week or two. One is Mr. Brownson’s; 
he is as fair and square as Euclid ; a real 
honest, strong thinker, and one that knows 
what he is talking about,— for he has 
tried all sorts of religions, pretty much. 
He tells us that the Roman Catholic 
Church is the one ‘through which alone 
we can hope for heaven.’ ‘The other is 

I 
pears to write as if he were in earnest, 


by a worthy Episcopal rector, who ap- 


nd he calls the Papacy the ‘ Devil’s 
Masterpiece,’ and talks about the ‘ Satan- 
ic scheme’ of that very Church ‘ throug! 
which alone,’ as Mr. Brownson tells us, 
‘we can hope for heaven’! What's the 
use in our caring about hard words after 


atheists,’ heretics, infidels, and 


this, —‘ 
the like? They’re, after all, only the 
cinders picked up out of those heaps of 
ashes round the stumps of the old stakes 
where they used to burn men, women, 
and children for not thinking just like 
other folks. They'll ‘crock’ your fin- 
gers, but they can’t burn us. 

“ Doctors are the best-natured people in 
the world, except when they get fighting 
with each other. And they have some 


advantages over you. You inherit your 


[ November, 


notions from a set of priests that had no 
wives and no children, or none to speak 
of, and so let their humanity die out of 
them. It didn’t seem much to them to 
condemn a few thousand millions of peo- 


ple to purgatory or worse for a mistake 
of judgment. They didn’t know what it 
was to have a child look up in their faces 
and say ‘Father!’ It will take you a 
hundred or two more years to get de- 
cently humanized, after so many centu- 
nies of dehumanizing celibacy. 

“ Besides, though our libraries are, per- 
haps, not commonly quite so big as yours, 
God opens one beok to phy sicians that a 
good many of you don’t know much about, 
—the Book of Life. That is none of your 
dusty folios with black letters between 
pasteboard and leather, but it is printed 
in bright red type, and the binding of it 
is warm and tender to every touch. They 
reverence that book as one of the Almigh- 
ty’s infallible revelations. They will insist 
on reading you lessons out of it, whether 


you call them names or not. The 





» will 
always be lessons of « harity. No doubt, 
nothing can be more provoking to listen 
to. But do beg your folks to remember 
that the Smithfield fires are all out, and 
that the cinders are very dirty and not 
in the least dangerous. They'd a great 
deal better be civil, and not be throw- 
ing old proverbs in the doctors’ faces 
when they say that the man of the old 


monkish notions is one thing and the man 
they watch from his cradle to his coffin is 


something very different.” 


It has cost a good deal of trouble to 





work the Doctor’s talk up into this 
mal shape. Some of his sentences havi 
been rounded off for him, and the whok 
brought into a more rhetorical form than 
it could have pretends d to, if taken as it 
fell from his lips. But the exact course 
of his remarks has been followed, and as 
far as possible his expressions have been 
retained. Though given in the form of 
a discourse, it must be remembered that 
this was a conversation, much more frag- 
mentary and coHoquial than it seems as 
just read. 
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The Reverend Doctor was very far 
from taking offence at the old physician’s 
knew 


be honest, kind, charitable, self-denying 


freedom of speec h. He him to 


wherever any sorrow was to be alleviat- 
ed, always reverential, with a cheerful 
trust in the great Father of all mankind. 
To be sure, his senior deacon, old Deacon 
Shearer, — who seemed to have got his 
Scripture-teachings out of the “ Vinegar 
Bible,” (the 


printed Vinegar 


one whe re Vineyard is mis- 
, Which a good many peo- 
ple seem to have adopted as the 
reading, ) — his acon had 
ed Dr. Kittredge an “infidel.” But the 
Reverend Doctor could not help feeling, 


that, unless the text, 


true 


eall- 


° } 
senior «de 


“ By their fruits ye 


shall know them,” 


were an interpolation, 

| 
the Doctor was the better Christian of 
the two. Whatever his senior deacon 





cht think about it, he said to himself 
that he shouldn’t be surprised if he met 
the Doctor in heaven yet, inquiring anx- 
: } 





He was on the j 


y to the Doctor, with 


int of expressing 
I 


that benevolent ile on his face which 





had someti: s ne ne giving olfence 
to the re s of Vinegar” edition, 
but he saw t the physician’s attention 
had been arrested Elsi He looked 
in the same « 1 himself, and could 
not help ber y struck her attitud and 


expression. ‘There was something singu- 


—- c , ; , 
larly graceful in the curves of her neck 





and the rest of her f re, but she was so 
perfectly still that it seemed as if she 


i 


were hardly breathing. He r eyes were 





fixed on the your ry with whom Mr. 


Bernard was talking. He had often no- 
ticed their brilliancy, but now it seemed 


ired dull, and the 


to him that they appe 
look on her features was as of some pas- 
Mr. 


ion seemed unconscious 


stroke. 


sion which had missed its 


Bernard’s compat 





that she was object of this attention, 


and was listening to the young master as 
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22 


if he had succeeded in making himself 


very agreeable. 
Dick Venner had not mis- 
The 


schoolmaster meant to make Elsie jeal- 


Of course 
taken the game that was going on. 


That’s it: get 


ous,—and he had done it. 


her savage first, and then come wheed- 


ling round her,—a sure trick, if he isn’t 
headed off somehow. But Dick saw we 
enough that he h id better let Elsie al 
just now, and thought the best way of 
killing the evening would be to amuse 
with Mrs. 
Bianche Creamer, and incidentally to 


he could 


himself in a little lively talk 


show Elsie that make himself 


acceptable to other women, if not to her- 
self. 


The Doctor presently went up to El 
sie, determined to engage her in conver- 


sation and get her out of her thoughts, 
which he saw, by her look, were danger. 


ous. Her father had been on the point 
of leaving Helen Darley to go to her, 


enough when he saw the 





eit easy 
old Doctor at her side, an 
The Re verend ] 


alone, ¢ ngage d the Widow Row- 


i so went or 


talking. Joctor, being 





now left 
, who put the best face on her vexa- 
could, but was devoting herself 


to all the underground deities for having 


: } 
tion sne 


been such a fool as to ask that pale-faced 





thing from the Institute to fill up her 
party. 

There is no space left to report the 
rest of the "0 TT i ° If there was 
anything of any significance in it, it will 


by-and-by, no doubt. At ten 
Miss 


1 
late ; 


turn up Dy 
o'clock the Reverend Doctor called 
Letty, who had no idea it was so 
Mr. Bernard gave his arm to Helen; Mr. 
to Mrs. 


Richard saw 


and went off alone, thoug! 





Venner and his daughter got into t 
carriage and were whirled away. ‘The 
Widow’s gambit was played, and she had 


not won the game. 
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terest any English gentleman who delights 
1p k and | Kins 1 will espec ly 
plea se who r l t famous Tom 
nith, as he v called, w n 
R the field 
At + 
overa throuch sw n. 1] ind ditch, 
with that dare-devil speed and recklessness 
that won for him t rey ition of being 
th er hardest seat, and the 
nan in J and 
And even to us, who never chased t 
fox nor ever crossed a th hbred, this 
portion of the work is not w ut a certain 
interest; for we take a sp s of pl 
in hearing or learning the t ical terms 
of a art, trade, or pursuit whatsoever, 
and not often to American eyes comes tl 
chance of becoming acq nted with tl 


huntsman, the whipper-in, the ride to cover 


and the eager, toilsome, dangerous chase 
Still we cannot help regarding the over- 

ance of these things as not only 

blemish in the book as a work of art, which 


ndeed it scarcely pretends to be, but also 





as a hindrance to the attainment of its ob- 
ject, which is the vindication of Mr. Smith’s 


character from certain charges made against 





it by the “ Times ” and other London news- 
papers, which spoke but sli zhtingly of him, 
pronouncing him to have been a mere fox- 


hunting squire, and no 








and similar asper- 


Mr. Smith’s « 














countenance, though we had never heard 
of that two hours’ battle at Eton, of which 


the schoo 


traditions yet speak, when he 


fought a drawn fight with M usters, 





who, the Squire always d 





his beauty for him. Neither do we won- 
der when we hear that he fought a six-foot 
carter in the street and beat him, or that, 


when nearly eighty years of age, he jump- 


ed off his horse and put up his hands to a 


farm-laborer who had 


insulted him, or that 


when he ran as candidate for Parliament, 





f-y 
t l 
ire 
wi 
hu 
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for Nottingham, and was hissed and groan-__ gations of Dissenters, or that he wou 
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Squire Smith has not any Puritanical rev- the study of Scripture, — the only one not 
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for we are told, that, when the Reverend _ by its title being the first, on I Edu 
Mr. T. Dyson preached his first sermon, cation of the World,” by ¢ R end 
the Squire walked up to him in the church- Frederick Temple, Head Master of Rug 
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to the young pars Vell done, my boy ! thors, those, for instance, of tl ite Ba- 
you shall have a mount on Rory next den Powell, of Dr. Rowland W ms, and 
Tuesday for this!” But we do not think of Mr. Jowett, Regius Pro r of Greek 
that Squ Western would have been lib- in tl University of Ox are well 
eral or politic enoug o have given land known as among those of the most ad- 
and money to several neighboring congre- vanced and ablest leaders of thought in 
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the most liberal section of the English 
Church. It is not strange that a volume 
to which such men have contributed should 
have excited a general and deep interest 
among all who are interested in the pres- 
ent position of scholarship in England and 
of thought in regard to the most important 
subjects which can occupy the intellects 
of men. 

Whatever expectations the announce- 
ment of the volume excited are well sup- 
ported by its contents. It is the most im- 
portant contribution made during the pres- 
ent generation in England to the establish- 
ment of a sound religious philosophy, and 
to the advance of religious truth. What- 
ever opposition some of the speculations 
contained in it may excite, whether the 
main views of its authors be accepted or 
not, (and in this notice we do not propose 
to consider whether they be true or not,) 
the principles upon which their opinions 
and speculations are based are so incon- 
trovertible, and the learning and ability 
with which they are supported are so 
great, that the work must inevitably pro- 
duce a lasting effect upon the tendency of 
thought in respect to the subjects it em- 
braces and must lead to the reconsidera- 
tion of many prevalent opinions. It is a 
book at once to start doubts in the minds 
of those attached to established forms and 
bound by ancient creeds, and to quiet 
doubts in those who have been perplexed 
in the bewilderments of modern meta- 
physical philosophy or have found it diffi- 
cult to reconcile the truths established by 
science with their faith in the Christian 
religion. It is a book which serves as a 
landmark of the most advanced point to 
which religious thought has yet reached, 
and from which to take a new observation 
and departure. 

The most striking external character- 
istic of these Essays is, that, having been 
“written in entire independence of each 
other, and without concert or comparison,” 
they, without exception, present a close 
similarity in spirit and in tone. All of 
them are distinguished by a union of free- 
dom with reverence, as rare as it is remark- 
able, in treating of subjects peculiarly like- 
ly to suffer from being handled in a con- 
ventional manner, and usually discussed 
with exaggerated freedom or with super- 
stitious reverence. In tone and temper 
they leave nothing to be desired ; they are 


neither hot with zeal nor rash with con- 
troversial eagerness; but they are calm 
without coldness, earnest without extrava- 
gance. The fairness and candor displayed 
in them, the freedom from party-prejudice 
or bias, the clearness in the statement of 
difficulties, the honesty in the recognition 
of the limits of present knowledge, all in- 
dicate most clearly the growth of a worthy 
spirit in the treatment of subjects which 
have too often heretofore been fields for the 
exhibition of narrowness, intolerance, and 
bigotry. Such a book is not only an honor 
to the men engaged in its production, but 
of happy augury for the future progress of 
truth. 

The topics which these E 





says discuss 


are of as much interest in America as 





in England, to those outside the English 
Church as to those within it. Sut, at the 
same time, most of the Essays (and this 
consideration is not a satisfactory one) are 
of a kind which it would seem could have 
been produced only in England, and there 
only within the limits of the Church. In 
America we have no body of men capable 
of work so different in its parts, and, at the 
same time, exhibiting such soundness and 
extent of scholarship, such liberality of 
opinion, such disciplined habits of thought. 
Any single Essay in the volume might, per- 
haps, without any extravagance of suppo- 
sition, have been the work of some Amer- 
ican scholar; but the difficulty would be 
to find here seven writers each capable of 
producing one of the Essays. ‘The intel- 
lectual discipline of English methods of 
study and of English institutions still pro- 
duces a greater number of men capable of 
the highest sort of work, than the methods 
in vogue and the institutions establish- 
ed here. We have thinkers who venture 
as pioneers into the uncleared wilderness. 
Their vigorous blows bring down many 
an old tree moss-grown with errors, and 
their ploughs for the first time turn the soil 
covered with the fallen leaves of decayed 
beliefs ; but we fail in our supply of those 
men who are to follow the pioneers and do 
the higher and more lasting constructive 
work of civilization. Now, as in past times, 
we must be content, so far as we may, to 
have this work done for us by the thinkers 
and scholars of other lands. But how long 
is this to last? Is the same sort of make- 
shift to be allowed in the processes of 


American thought, which in the expanse 
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have allowed in the 
processes of material labor ? 


of our territory we 


The publication of these “ Essays and 
Reviews” marks, as we believe, an epoch 


in the history of thought in England. They 


will stand as the monument of the reaction 


of the best minds against the “‘ Tractarian” 
movement on the one hand, 


the ske ptical tendencies of 


and against 
much of the 
science and philosop! y of recs 


the other. 


nt times on 
For while, at Oxford and else- 
where, a strong current has set back against 
the unimpeded progress of truth, while the 
attempt has been made, and not without a 
transient 
the hearts 
school, borrowing tl 
1 the 


e common creeds, have set up sci- 


success, to rivet old fetters upon 


and intellects of men, another 
ir metaphysics from 
Germany, an ir notions of Christianity 
from th 
and have treated 


ence in opposition to faith, 


religion, with more or less openness, as if it 
were a worn-out superstition. 
tial value of this | 


Essays are virtually an att 


The essen- 
ook is, that its various 
mpt — how lar 
successiul each reader must 
self—to show that t ( 
is no fixed an 
but an expansive and fluent faith, adapting 


} 


itself to the new 1 s of every generation 
and of each individual ; not opposed to the 
teachings of science, but, when properly un- 
derstood, entirely harmonious with them, 


and drawing continually fresh support from 


them ; having nothing to fear from the 


progress of knowledge and the increase 


of light, but everything to gain; welcom- 


ing truth, whencesoever it may come, what- 
it may be, whithersoever it may 


ide the topics of thought treated of 








: 
volume, it suggests incidenta 
many others of peculiar interest. As an 


ndition of Eng- 


present ce 


indication of the ] 


lish scholarship, it 
for the 


there has 


is full of encouragement 


future. For more than a century 


been very little deep, original, 





and productive study of 
England. 


Scriptures in 


A new impulse has been 
given to it. What will be 
the effect of the 


t of which it is a proof, upon the 


now 
its effect, and 
liberalized and more toler- 
ant spir 


constitution of the English Church can be 


foreseen but in part. It is certain that it 
must lead to great changes, and to a vir- 


tual breaking-down of many of the most 
No Articles 


ior many genera- 


confining sectarian be 


"ers. 





and no Creeds can stand 
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tions as the authoritative expressions of 
belief, after the character of the compulsion 
which they exercise is understood, after 
the history of sectarian differences is fairly 


sts 


ted, after the interpretation of Scripture 
is placed upon a sound basis, and the na- 
ture of Christianity and the object of the 
teachings of Christ are thus brought home 


to the intellects and the hearts of men. 


FREDER- 
A Jour- 


A Journey in the Back-Country. By 
1ck Law Otmstep. Author of “ 





ney in the Seaboard Slave-States,” “A 
Journey in Texas,” “ Walks and Talks 
of an American Farmer in England,” ete 


New York: 
xvi., 492. 


Mason Brothers. 1860. pp. 


Mr. Otmstep is no ordinary traveller 
for amusement or adventure. He leaves 
home to instruct himself through his own 


eyes and ears concerning matters of gen- 


interest about which no trustworthy 


eral 


information was to be found in books. 


Looking at Slavery merely as an econo- 
with no political or 


mist moral preposses- 


sions to mislead his judgment, he went to 


study for himself its workings and results 


as a form of labor, we might almost say 
so cool-headed is he, as an application of 


forces, rather than as a social or political 
phenomenon. Self-possessed and wv 
most provokingly unsympathetic in his re- 


ary, al- 
port of what he saw, pronouncing no judg- 
ment on isolated facts, and drawing no un- 
due inferences from them, he has now gen- 


¥ and 


eralized his results in a most interesti 





valuable book. No more important contri- 
butions to cont mporary American history 
than in this volume and 
We 
book that offers a parallel to them, except 

” To 


Slavery without 


have bee n made 
the two that preceded it know of no 
Arthur Young’s “ Travels in France 
discuss the question of 
passion or even sentiment seemed an im- 
as shown 


possibility ; yet Mr. Olmsted | 


that it can be done 


, and, having no theory 
to bolster, has contrived to tell us what he 
saw, and not what he went to see,—the rar- 
est achievement among travellers. With- 
out the charm of style, he has the truthful- 
ness of Herodotus. 

We do not forget that there was wisdom 
as well as wit in Dr. Johnson’s sarcastic 
The 


great majority of so-called facts, and espe- 


classification of facts with donkeys. 
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cially those detailed by travellers, are of 
no consequence whatever to man or beast. 
What is it to us that Mr. A. has been con- 
descending enough to look at the Venus 
of Milo, or that Mr. B., with more time 
than he knows what to do with already on 
his hands, must steal a couple of good work- 
ig hours from C 





lyle, worth probably five 
guineas apiece ? That Hannibal crossed the 
Alps was something ; that Goethe did was 
and is also of some ec nsequence ; but the 
transitof Mr. Anarithmon Smith need cause 
no excitement in the observatories. That a 
man has found out, by laborious counting, 
which 1s the middle word in the New Tes- 
tament, is pretty sure to get into the news- 
papers as a remarkable fact; that he had 
d covered 1s C6 tral thought, and made it 
the keystone to knit together his else in- 
complete outward and inward lives, would 
hardly be esteemed of so much conse- 
quence. Facts are such different things, 
' 


especially to different persons! The truth 


is, that we should distinguish between real 
, 


facts and the mere images of facts, though 
the newspapers teach us to confound them, 
putting side by side,as they do, Garibaldi’s 
entry into Naples and Dennis McQuigley’s 
into the lock-up. 

The man who gives us a really new fact 
deserves to be classed with him who makes 
two blades of grass grow where one grew 
before, for it contains the germinal prin- 
ciple of knowledge. We owe a large debt 
in this kind to Mr. Olmsted. He tells us 
much of what he saw, little of what he 


thought. He has good « yes, an | that some- 


good ob- 


thing behind them that makes a 
server. As re spects the South, he has the 
advantage of being at once native and for- 
eigner, so that what is merely American 
does not divide his attention with what is 
local and peculiar. Making entries in his 
diary before impressions have had time to 
cool, he has preserved even the dialect of 
those with whom he talked, and thus given 
a lively reality to his narrative. 

Nearly one-half of Mr. Olmsted’s present 
volume is devoted to a discussion of the 


conclusions to be drawn from the mass of 





observations he has thus far collected. His 


views are entitled to the more considera- 


tion that tl 


e tone of his mind is so dispas- 
sionate. He finds himself compelled to 
give his verdict against Slavery, whether 
it be considered morally, politically, or 
economically. We cannot but think that 


the reading of his book will do great good 
in opening the minds of many to a percep- 
ion that the agitation of the Slavery ques- 
tion is not a mere clash of unthinking 
prejudices between North and South, that 


Slavery itself is not a matter of purely local 


concern, but that it interests all parts of 
the Republic equally. It is certainly of 
paramount importance that we should un- 
derstand the practical workings of a sys- 
tem which is converting what by natural 
increase will soon constitute a majority of 
the population in the fairest portion of our 
territory into a vast planting, hoeing, and 
cotton-picking machine. 

Mr. Olmsted’s qualifications as a travel 


ler are so remarkable that we cannot help 


I 
wishing that he would make a journey 
through New England and 1 us as 
thoroughly acquainted with its ternal 
condition as we ought to be W ieve 
there is no book of the kind sinc« t of 
President Dwight, and that gives us little 
of the sort of information we des It is 
an insight into the manners, modes of life, 
and ways of thinking that is « and 
Mr. Olmsted, who goes about ce Chau 
cer’s Somner, 


is just ihe person to supply a great want 


| 
in our literaturs We know ss of the 
domestic habits of a large part of our pop- 
ulation than of those of the Saxons in the 
time of Alfred. But for a few glimpses 
which we get from Dunton, Madam 


Knight, the Rev. Jacob Bailey, and the 
Pr weedings of Synods, we s 1 it 
better acquaint l with the New England- 
ers of the century following t 


he iestora- 
tion than with the primitive Aryans. Bai- 


ley’s account of his voyage to E1 ind is 
the best contemporary testimony to the 
truth of Smollett’s pictures of sea-life that 


we ever met with, and we cannot sufli- 
ciently regret that the whole of lis journal 
during his college-life was not published. 
Mr. Olmsted would be sure of a grateful 
recognition from posterity, if he would do 
for New England what he has done for 
the South. We might not be flattered by 


his report, but we could not fail to be ben- 


efited by it. It would, per l to 
the establishment of home mis mong 
the Bad-Bread and Foul-Air t s, who 


make more wretched captives for life and 


kill more children than the French and 


Indians toge ther ever dreamed 
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brewed a cup, n ering unduly nor 
inebriating, out of the emptyings of Words- 
worth’s teapot How that lit busy B 
improved each shining how neatly 
he laid his wax, it gives us a cold shiv- 
er to think of ancora ci rf 
Against a copy of verses signed “ B. B 

as we remember them in the ha An 
nuals that went to seed so many ¥ ) 
we should warn our incautious pring 





a harge of B. B. shot It e 
men to | u 1; for may 
char » suffer lifelong from thes ru- 
sions of cold lead in early | as sts 
sometimes carry about l their sa 
bullet from which no surgery can r ve 


them. Memory avenges our abuses of 








her, and, as an awful example, we men- 
tion the fact that we have never | ble 
to forget certain stanzas of another B. B., 
who, under the title of Boston Bard, whil 
om obtained from newspaper-columns that 
! ssion W h is nd men would 
unanimously have denied him 

G I itterl I r tl m 
mar 7 — Nat - tah. 
eee ee lp a fa 
half-truth wl 1 made him 1Z) halt 
truths are wont. But th v l ht 
vhatev se it might be, was surely not 
of that kind that never was on land or 
sea Ther s been much that was poet 

il » *¢ } ee of ©) re lit 
men themsels Poetry ce nd rich 
er and 1 var s cultur r 
¢ Dow mav f lsu — | 1 
man and ] B t, t mal s 
somet very dif it. t ‘ 
from t Att \ ety of t san 

strong and Whitwort Tames 

eXNeET t a f v Ww ¢ < n 
hit onas so pr 
for t waste of ma st | 
of ar r Quaker. Compa 
the sandy intervals of Swed 
with singing springs, and ( M 
is a very I n tor v y 

Yet this dry Qu stem has 
blossomed at last ind Natur V l 
never be long kept under, has l 
poet of Mr. Whittier as she ma - 
eral of Green l'o make a New ] ind 
poet, she had her choice between Puritan 
ind Qu r, and she took the Quaker. He 


most representative 
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poet that New England has produced. He 
sings her thoughts, her prejudices, her 
scenery. He has not forgiven the Puri- 
tans for hanging two or three of his co- 
sectaries, but he admires them for all that, 
calls on his countrymen as 

“ Sons of men who sat in council with their 

sibles round the board, 

Answering Charles’s royal mandate with a 

stern ‘ Thus saith the Lord,’ ” 
and at heart, we suspect, has more sym- 
pathy with Miles Standish than with Ma- 
ry Dyer. Indeed, 
“ Sons of men who sat in meeting with their 
broadbrims o’er their brow, 

Answering Charles’s royal mandate with a 

thee instead of thou,” 

would hardly do. Whatever Mr. Whittier 
may lack, he has the prime merit that he 
smacks of the soil. It isa New England 
heart he buttons his strait-breasted coat 
over, and it gives the buttons a sharp 
strain now and then. Even the native 
idiom crops out here and there in his 
verses. He makes abroad rhyme with God, 
law with war, us with curse, scorner with 
honor, been with men, beard with shared. 
For the last two we have a certain sympa- 
thy as archaisms, but with the rest we can 
make no terms whatever,—they must 
march out with no honors of war. The 
Yankee lingo is insoluble in poetry, and 
the accent would give a flavor of essence- 
pennyr’y’l to the very Beatitudes. It differs 
from Lowland Scotch as a patois from a dia- 
lect. 

But criticism is not a game of jerk- 
straws, and Mr. Whittier has other and 
better claims on us than as a stylist. There 
is true fire in the heart of the man, and his 
eye is the eye of a poet. A more juicy 
soil might have made him a Burns or a 
Béranger for us. New England is dry and 
hard, though she have a warm nook in her, 
here and there, where the magnolia grows 
after a fashion. It is all very nice to say 
to our poets, “ You have sky and wood and 


wateria 


| and men and women, — in short, 
the entire outfit of Shakspeare ; Nature is 
’; and when the 
popular lecturer says it, the popular audi- 
ence gives a stir of approval. But it is all 


the same here as elsewhere’ 


bosh, nevertheless. Nature is not the same 
here, and perhaps never will be, as in lands 
where man has mingled his being with hers 
for countless centuries, where every field 
is steeped in history, every crag is ivied 
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with legend, and the whole atmosphere of 
thought is hazy with the Indian summer 
of tradition. Nature without an ideal back- 
ground is nothing. We may claim whatever 
merits we like, (and our orators are not too 
bashful,) we may be as free and enlighten- 
ed as we choose, but we are certainly not 
interesting or picturesque. We may be 
as beautiful to the statistician as a column 
of figures, and dear to the political econo- 
mist as a social phenomenon ; but our hive 
has little of that marvellous bee-bread that 
can transmute the brain to finer issues than 
a gregarious activity in hoarding. The 
Purita 





s left us a fine estate in conscience, 
energy, and respect for learning; but they 
disinherited us of the past. Nota single 
stage-property of poetry did they bring 
with them but the good old Devil, with 
his graminivorous attributes, and even he 
could not stand the climate. Neither horn 
nor hoof nor tail of him has been seen for a 
century. He is as dead as the goat-footed 
Pan, whom he succeeded, and we tenderly 
regret him. 

Mr. Whittier himself complains some- 
where of 

“ The rigor of our frozen sky,”’ 


and he seems to have been th 





ing of our 
clear, thin, intellectual atmosphere, the 
counterpart of our physical one, of which 
artists complain that it rounds no edges. 
We have sometimes thought that his vers- 
es suffered from a New England taint in 


a too great tendency to metaphysics and 





morals, which may be the bases on which 
poetry rests, but should not be carried too 
high above-ground. Without this, how- 
ever, he would not have been the typical 
New England poet that he is. In the pres- 
ent volume there is little of it. It is more 
purely objective than any of its forerun- 
ners, and is full of the most charming rural 
pictures and glimpses, in which every sight 
and sound, every flower, bird, and tree, is 
neighborly and homely. He makes us see 


“the old swallow-haunted barns, 
Brown-gabled, long, and full of seams 


Through which the moted sun] 





ht streams, 
And winds blow freshly in to shake 
The red plumes of the roosted cocks 


And the loose hay-mow’s scented locks,”” — 


ard 
g above the wal 


“ the cattle- 


With the white horns tossin 






] ?9. 
*y 


the spring-blossoms that drooped over the 
river, 
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“ Lighting up the swarming shad,”"— 


and 
“the bulged nets sweeping shoreward 
With their silver-sided haul.” 


Every picture is full of color, and shows 
that true eye for Nature which sees only 
what it ought, and that artistic memory 
which brings home compositions and not 
There is hardly a hill, rock, 
in the 
neighborhood of his home that he has not 


catalogues. 
stream, or sea-fronting headland 
fondly remembered. Sometimes, we think, 
here is too much description, the besetting 
sin of modern verse, which has substituted 
what should be called wordy-painting for 
the old art of painting in a single word. 
The essential character of Mr. Whittier’s 
poetry is lyrical, and the rush of the lyric, 
like 
Now and then there may be an eddy where 


bit of 


scenery, but for the most part it can only 


that of a brook, allows few pictures. 


the feeling lingers and reflects a 


catch gleams of color that mingle with 


the prevailing tone and enrich without 


usurping on it. This volume contains 


some of the best of Mr. Whittier’s pro- 
ductions in this kind. ‘Skipper Ireson’s 
Ride” we hold to be by long odds the 


best of modern ballads. There are oth- 


ers nearly as good in their way, and all, 
with a single exception, embodying native 
sec gd Mr. Whit- 


r has enshrined a country superstition 


legends. In “ Telling the 

ti 

in a poem of exquisite grace and feeling. 
T) 


been a fine poem, | 





Ann 
has too much of 





e Garrison of Capx would have 





ut it 


the author in it, and to put a moral at the 
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end of a ballad is like sticking a cork on 
the point of a sword. It is pleasant to see 
how much our Quaker is indebted for his 
themes to Cotton Mather, who belabored 
his un-Friends of former days with so much 
bad With all 


his faults, that conceited old pedant con- 


English and worse Latin. 


, 
the most entertain- 
this the 
water, and we wonder that no one should 


trived to make one of 


ing books ever written on side 


take the trouble to give us a tolerably cor- 


rect edition of it. Absurdity is common 


enough, but such a genius for it as Mather 


had is a rare and delightful gift. 

This last volume has given us a higher 
conception of Mr. Whit We 
already valued as they deserved his force 


the 





ier’s powers. 


of faith, his earnestness glow and hur- 


ry of his thought, and the (if every third 


not a De- 


stump-speaker among us were n 
mosthenes, we should have said Demos- 
thenean) cloquence of his verse ; but here 


} 


we meet him in a softer and more medita- 


tive mood. a Berserker turned 
me of “The 


Shadow and the Light ” contrasts 


He seems 
Carthusian. The half-mystic t« 
strange- 
ly, and, we think, pleasantly, with the war- 
like The 


deal kindly with good men, and we find a 


clang of “ From Perugia.” years 
clearer and richer quality in these verses 

the ferment is the rile 
has quietly settled. We 


purely American poet than Mr. Whittier, 


where over and 


have had no mors 
it found 
The 
to a man 


none in whom the popular thougl 


such ready and 


vigorous expression. 





future will not fail to do justice 


who has been so true to the present. 
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